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But, if no poet thou, reverſe the plan; 
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Adieu, ſweet bard! to each fine feeling true, 
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6e PHE life of a Scholar,“ Dr. Gold{mith has re; 
marked, ©* ſeldom abounds with adventure: his 
fame is acquired in {olitude ; and the hiſtorian, who 
only views him at a diſtance, muſt be content with a 
« dry detail of actions by which he is ſcarce diſtin- 
„ guiſhed from the reſt of mankind ; but we are fond 
of talking of thoſe who have given us pleaſure ; not 
that we have any thing importantt to ſay, but becaule 
„ the ſubject is pleaſing.” | 
Oliver Gold{mith, ſon of the Reverend Charles Gold- 
ſmith, was born in Elphin, in the county of Roſcom-— 
mon, in Ireland, in the year 1729. His father had 
four ſons, of whom Oliver was the third. After be- 
ing well inſtructed in the claſſics, at the ſchool of Mr. 
Hughes, he was admitted a ſizer in Trinity College, 
Dublin, on the rath of June, i744. While he reſided 
there, he exhibited no ſpecimens of that genius, which, 
in maturer years, raiſed his character fo high. On the 
27th of February, 1749, O. S. (two years after the 
regular time,) he obtained the degree of Bachelor of 
Arts. Soon after he turned his thoughts to the pro- 
feſſion of phyſic ; and, after attending tone courles of 
anatomy in Dublin, proceeded to Edinburgh, in the 
year 1751, where he ſtudicd the ſeveral branches of 
medicine under the different profeſſors in that univerſity. 
His beneficent diſpoſition ſoon involved him in unex- 
pected difficulties; he was obliged precipitately to 
leave Scotland, in conſequence of having engaged him-. 
ſelf to pay a conſiderable ſum of money for a fellow- 
ſtudent, _ 8 
The beginning of the year 1754, he arrived at Sun 
derland, near Newcaſtle, where he was arreited at the 
3 ſuit of one Barclay, a taylor in Edinburgh, to whom 
he had given ſecurity for his friend. By the good offices 
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11 LIFE Or GOLDSMITH, 
of Laughlin Maclane, Eſq. and Dr. Sleigh, who were 
then in the college, he was ſoon delivered out of the 
hands of the bailiff, and took his paſſage on board a 
Dutch ſhip to Rotterdam, where, after a ſhort ſtay, he 
proceeded to Bruſſels. He then viſited great part of 
Flanders; and, after paſſing ſome time at Straſbou 2 
and Louvain, where he obtained the degree of Bachelo: 
in Phyſic, he accompanied an Englifly gentleman t0 
Geneva. | 

It is undoubtedly a fact, that this ingenious un!0: 
tunate man made moſt part of his tour on foot. He 
had left England with very little money; and being of 

a philoſophic turn, and at that time poſſelling a body 
capable of Jultaining every. fatigue, and a heart not 
eaſily terrified by danger, he became an enthuſiaſt to the 


deſign! he had formed ot  ſzeins the manners of. different 


— 


countries. He Bag bene knowledge of the French lan- 
guage, and or muſic: he played tolerabiy well on tic 
German flute which, from amuſement, became, at 
{ome times, the means of ſubſiſtence. 9 0 learning 
pr oduced him an hotpitable reception at moſt of the re- 


* 


ligious houtes he viſited . ad his mulic made bum wel- 
come to the peaſants of Flanders and Germany. 

On his arrival at Geneva, he was recommended as a 
Proper perſon for a . 11. ing tutor 0 a young mah. 
who had been unexpectedly left a conliderable- fun 6: 
money by his uncle Mr. S.***#**, This youth, WIG 

was articled to an attorney, on the receipt of his lor: 
tune, determined to ſee the world. Ny 
"args his continuance in Switzerland, Goldimitn 
aſduoully cultivated his poetical talent, of Which lie 
had given ſome ſtriking proofs at the college of Edin 
burgh. It was frem | 
his delightful epiſtle, cal 
ther Henry, a clergyman in Ireland, Who, g! wing up 
fame and fortune, had retired with an amiable w: be to 
happinels and ohlcurity, on an income of only foity 
pound; a year. The great at Tection Goldſmith bore fr 


this brot! er;, 18 Ex! vreſled int! ne 2 \ YET) lot 101 2 14181 kioned, 
and gives a ſtriking picture of his utuation. 


} 
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| I. IPE OF GOLDSMITH. 111 
From Geneva Mr. Goldſmith and his pupil proceeded 
to the ſauth of France, where the young man, upon 
ſome dilagreement with his preceptor, paid him the 
{mall part of his ſalary which was due, and embarked 
at Marſeilles lor England, Our wanderer was left once 
more upon the world at large, and paſſed through a num- 
ber of difficulties in traverſing the greatet pars of 


France. At length his curioft y being gratiſied, he bent 


his courſe towards England, and arrived at Dover, the 
beginning of the winter, in the year 1758. 

His finances were fo low on his return to England, 
that he with difficulty got to the metropolis, his "lie 
flock of caſh amounting to no more than a few halt- 


pence. Being an entire tr; anger in London, his mind was 


filled with the moſt gloomy refietions, in conſequence of 
his embarraſſed ſituation. He appliec 1 to ſev eral apothe- 
caries, in hopes of being received in the capacity of a 
journeyman z but his broad Irith accent, and the un- 
couthneis of his appearance, occahoned him to meet 
with inſult from moſt of the medical tribe. At length, 
however, a chymiſt, near Fith fireet, ſtruck with his 
forlorn condition, and the {mplicity of his manner, 
took him into his laboratory, where he continued till he 
diſcovered that his old friend Pr. Sleigh was in Lon- 
don. * | 


Goldſmith, unwilling to be a burden to his friend, a 
ſhort. time after, eagerly embraced an offer which was 
made him to aſſiſt the late Rev. Dr. Milner, in inftruct-. 


ing the young gentlemen at the academy at Peckham ; 
and acquitted himleif greatly to the Doctor's ſatisfac- 


tion for a ſhort time; but, having obtained ſome repu- 


tation by the criticiims he had written in the Monthly 
Review, Mr. Griffith, the principal proprietor, en- 
gaged him in the compilation of it; and reſolving to 
purſue the profeſſion ot writing, he returned to London, 
as the mart where abilities of every Kind were ſure of 


meeting diſtinction and reward. Here he determined to 


* I[t was Sunday,” ſaid Goldſmith, $* when I paid him a viſit; and it is to 
be ſuppoſed, in my. beſt cloaths. Sleigh ſcarcely knew me: ſuch is the tax the 
unfortunate pay to poverty. However, when he did reculle& me, I found his 


heart as warm as ever, and he [Lared ais purſe aud his friendſhip with me 
duriug his coutinuance iu London.“ 


adopt 
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iv LIFE OF GOLDSMITH- 
adopt a plan of the ſtricteſt economy, and, at the cloſe 
of the year 1759, took lodgings in Green-Arbour. 
Court, in the Old Bailey, where he wrote ſeveral inge- 
nious pieces. His firſt works were, The Bee, a weekly 
pamphlet; and An Enquiry into the Preſent State of Polite 
Learning in Europe. The late Mr. Newbery, who, at 
that time, gave great encouragement to men of literary 
abilities, became a kind of patron to Goldſmith, and 
introduced him as one of the writers in the Public 
Ledger, * in which his Citigen of the World originally 
appeared, under the title of * Chinele Letters.“ 
Through the generoſity of Mr. Newbery, for whom 
he had written and compiled a variety of pieces, or, m 
other terms, had held the“ pen of a ready writer,“ our 
Author was enabled to ſhift his quarters from Green- 
Arbour Court to Wine- Office-Court, in Fleet ftreet, 
where he put the finiſhing fircke to his Vicar of Wake- 
field. Having conciliated the eſteem of Dr. Johnſon by 
that paſſport to the human heart, Fattery, he gave dv 
ſtrong a recommendation of Goldſmith's Novel, that the 
Author obtained ſixty pounds for the copy; a tum far 
beyond his expectation, as he candidly acknowledged to 
a literary friend. But as Gold{mith's reputation, as a 


writer, was not yet eftabliſhed, the bookleller was 


doubtful of the ſucceis of the Novel, and kept the ma- 


nuſcript by him till the Traveller appeared, when he 


publiſhed it with great advantage. | 
Among many other perſons of d iſtinction who were 
defirous to know our Author, was the Duke cf Nor- 
thumberland; and the circumſtance that attended his 
introduction to that nobleman, is werthy of being re- 
| lated, in order to ſhew a ſtriking trait of his character. + 


+ During this time (according to another account) he wrote for the Britiſh Ma- 
gazine, of which br. >molle:t was then edmor, moft of thoſe Efiays ang Tales, 
which he afterwards collected and publined in a feparate volume. He alſo wrote 
occaſionaliy for the Critical Review,; and 1. was the merit which he ditcoveret 
in criticiſing a deſpicable tranſlation of Ovid's Faſti, by a pedantic ſchuoj-n: 41+ 
ter, and his Enquiry into the preſent State of Learning in Europe, which firſt 
introduced him to the acquaintance of Dr. Smolictt, who recommended him to 
ſeveral of the literati, and to moſt of the bookieliers, by whom he was after- 
Wards patrouiſed. + | 


+ ©1 was invited, ſaid the Doctor, © by my friend Percy, to wait upon the 
Duke, in conſequence of the (ſatisfaction he had received from the peruſal of 
done of my productions, I dreſſed myſelf in the beit manner I could, and, af- 
ter ſtudying ſome compliments I thought neceſſary on ſuch an occation, 104 
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LIFE OF GOLDSMITH, * 
Dr. Goldſmith, in 1765, produced his Poem of the 
Traveller, which obtained the commendation of Dr. 
Johnſon, who candidly acknowledged, “ that there had 
not been ſo fine a Poem ſince the time of Pope.“ But 
ſuch was his diffidence, that he kept the manuſcript by 
him ſome years; nor could he be prevailed on to pub- 
liſh it, till perſualed by Dr. Johnſon, who furniſhed 
him with ſome ideas for its enlargement. | 
This Poem, in conlequence of the reception it met 
with from the public, enhanced his literary character 
with the booklellers, and introduced him to the notice 
of ſeveral perſons eminent for their rank and ſuperior 
talents, as Lord Nugent, Sir Joſhua Reynolds, Dr. Nu- 
gent, Beauclerc, Mr. Dyer, &c. Theſe diſtinguiſhed 
characters were entertained with his converſation, and 
. . - . 0 ' y . 
highly pleaſed with his blunders : at the ſame time they 
admired the elegance of his poems and the fimplicity of the 
man. He publiſhed, the tame year, a Collection of Eſſays, 
which had previouſly appeared in the newſpapers, ma- 
gazines, and other periodical publications. But The 
Vicar of Wakefield, publiſhed in 1766, eſtabliſhed his 
reputation as a Noveliſt. | | | 
Goldimith's finances augmented with his fame, and 
enabled him to live in a ſuperior ſtyle; for, ſoon after 
the publication of his Traveller, he changed his lodg- 
ceeded to Northumberland houſe, and acquainted the ſervants that I had par- 
ticular buſineſs with his Grace, 2 ſhewed me into an antichamber, 
where, after waiting ſome time, a gentleman, very elegantly dreſſed, made 
his appearance. Taking him for the Duke, I delivered all the fine things I 
had compoſed, in order to compliment him on the honour he had dove me; 
when, to my great aſtoniſhment, he told me I had miſtaken him for his maſ- 
ter, who would fee me immediately. At that inſtant the Duke came into the 
apartment; and I was fo confounded on the occaſion, that T wanted words 
barely ſufficient to expreſs the tenſe I entertained of the Duke's pulitenets, 
and went away exceedingly chagrinet at the blunder I had commirtea.? 
The Doctor, at the time of this viſit, was much cen.barralled ii bis circum- 
ances; but, vain of the honour done tim, was continually mentioning it. 
One of thoſe ingenious executors of the law, a bailift, vw ho had a writ apaiult 
him, determined to turn this circumſtance to his own advantage. Re wrore 
him a letter, that he was ſteward to a nubleman who was charmed with read- 
iu his laſt production, aud had ordered him to defire the Doctor to appoint a 
place where he might have the honour of meeting him, to conduct him to his 
Lordſhip, The vanity of poor Goldſmith immediately. twallowed the bait: he 
appointed the Britiſh Coffee-houſe, to which he was accompanied by hls 
friend Mr. Hamilton, the printer of the Critical Review, why iu vain remon— 
ſtrated on the ſingularity of the application. On entering the coffee- room, 
the bailin paid his reſpects to the Doctor, and defired that he might nave tie 
honour of immediately attending him. They had ſcarce entered Pall-Mall, in 


their way to his Lordſhip, when the bailiff produced his writ. Mr. Hamilton 
generouſly paid the money, aud redeemed the Doctor from Captivity. _ 
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vi LIFE OF GOLDSMITH. 
ings in Wine. Oftice-Court for a ſet of chambers in the 
Inner Temple; and at the fame time, in conjunction 
with Mr. Bott, a literary friend, took a country houl+ 
on the Edgware Road, for the benefit of the air, and 
the convenience of retirement. He. gave this little 

manſion the jocular appellation of the Shoemaker"s Pa- 
radiſe, being built in a fantaſtic ſtyle by its original pol- 
leſſor, who was one of the craft. 

In this rural retirement he wrote his H:f7ory of Fug. 
land, in a Series of Letters from a Nobleman to his Sch; 
and, as an inconteitible proof of the merit of this pro- 
duction, it was generally ſuppoſed to have come from 
the pen of Lord Lyttleton, one of the moſt elegant 
writers of his time; and it may be further oblerved, 
to enhance the reputation of the work, that it was 
never diſavowed by that Noble Lord to any of his moſt 
intimate friends. It had a very extenſive ſale, and was 
introduced into many ſeminaries of learning as a molt 
uſeful guide to the ſtudy of Engliſh hiſtory. 

It was a true obſervation with the Doctor, that * of 
all his compilations, his Selection of Engliſh Poetry 
ſhowed moſt the art of the profeſſion.” To furniſh 
copy for this work, it required no invention, and but 
little thought : he had only to mark with a pencil the 
particular paſſages for the printer, ſo that he eafily ac- 
quired two hundred pounds; but then he obſerved, lel 
the premium ſhould be deemed more than a compenta- 
tion for the labour, that a man ſhews his judgment 
in theſe ſelections; and he may be often twenty years 
of his life cultivating that judgment.” 

His comedy of the Good natured Man was produced 
at Covent Garden Theatre in 1768, which, though it ex- 
hibited ſtrong marks of genius, and keen obſervations 


on men and manners, did not at firſt meet with that | 
The bailiff 


applauſe which was due to its merit. 
| ſcene was generally reprobated, though the characters 
were well drawn ; but, to comply, however, with the 
taſte of the town, the ſcene was afterwards greatly 
abridged. Many parts were highly applauded, as po, 
ſleſſing great comic genius, and particularly _ of 
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LIFE OF GOLDSMITH: Vil 
Croaker; a character truly original, excellently con- 
ceived by the Author, and highly ſupported by. Shuter, 
the moſt popular comedian of his day. The manner 
of his reading the incendiary letter in the fourth act, 
and the expreſſion of the different paſſions by which he 
was agitated, produced ſhouts of applauſe. Goldſmith 
himſelf was ſo tranſported with the acting of Shuter, 
that he expreſſed his gratitude to him before the whole 
Company, aſſuring him, & he had exceeded his own 
idea of the char acter, and that the fine comic richnets 
of his colouring made it almoit : appear as new to him 
as to any other perlon in the houſe.” Dr. Johnſon, as 
a token of his triendſhip tor the author, wrote the pro- 
logue. | 

Ihe production of this comedy added conſiderably to 
h1 18 purſe, as, from the profits oi-his three nights, and 
the {ale of ie copy, he acquired the ſum of "ve but 
dred þ ounds, by which, with an additional fum he had re- 

exved out of the product of a Roman Hiſtory, in 2 
vols. 8vo. and an Hiftory of England, 4 vols. $vo. 
he was enabled to deicend from the attic ſtory, he oc- 
cupicd in the Inner Temple, and take poſſeſſion of a 
ſpacious ſuit of chambers in Brook-Court, Middle 
T mple,v cn te purchaſed at no leſs a ſum than four 
hundred poun ds, and was at the further charge of fur- 
niſhing thole chambers in an elegant manner. 

But this improvement in his circumſtances, and man- 
ner of living, by no means compenſated for the morti- 
fication he underwent from the very ſevere ſtrictures of 
jome rigid critics on his comedy. Sentimenta writing 
was the prevailing taſte of the town, with which a co- 
med, called Falſe Delicaq, written by Kelly, abound- 
ed; and being got up at the Theatre in Drury Lane, 
der the ſuperintendance of Mr. Garrick, it met with 
ſuch general approbation, that it was performed for ſe- 
veral ſucceſſive nights with unbounded applauſe, and 
bore away the palm from Goldſmith's comedy, winch 
came out much at the ſame time at the other theatre. 
Falſe Delicacy became ſo popular a piece, that ten 
thouſand copies were fold in the courſe of only one ſca- 
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viii LIFE OF GOLDSMITH. | 
ſon; and the bookſellers concerned in the property, as 
a token of their acknowledgment of the merit of the 
comedy, apparent from its extraordinary fale, preſented 
Kelly with a piece of plate of conſiderable value, and 
gave an elegant entertainment to him and his friends, 
Theſe circumſtances irritated the feelings of Goldimith 
to ſo violent a degree, as to diſſolve the bands of friend. 
ſhip between Kelly and him; for though, in every other 
inſtance, he bore a near reſemblance to his own character 
of the good-natured Man, yet, in literary fame, he ** could 
bear no rival near his throne.” Had not his countryman 
and fellow bard aſpired at rivalſhip, had he been mo- 
deftly content to move in an humbler ſphere, he might 
not only have retained his friendſhip, but commandad 
his purle; but, as emphatically expreſſed by the fame 
author from whom we cited the laſt quotation; * To 
contend for the bow of Ulyſſes; this was a fault; that 
way envy lay.“ | | 

But Gold{mith, ſoon diſguſted with ſuch trivial pur- 
ſuits, applied himſelf to nobler ſubjects, and produced a 
highly finiſhed Poem, called The Deſerted Village. The 
bookleller gave him a note of an hundred guineas for 
the copy, which Goldſmith returned, ſaying to a friend, 
« Tt is too much; it is more than the honeſt Bockſeller 
can afford, or the piece is worth.” He eſtimated the 
value according to the following computation ; “ That 
it was near five ſhillings a couplet, which was more 
than any bookſeller could afford, or, indeed, any modern 
poetry was worth :** but the ſale was fo rapid, that tlie 
bookſeller, with the greateſt pleaſure, ſoon paid him the 
hundred guineas, with acknowledgment for the genero— 
ſity he had evinced upon the occaſion. _ 

The Author addrefles this Poem to his friend Sir 
Joſhua Reynolds. He writes in the character of a native 
of a country village, to which he gives the name of 
Auburn, and which he pathetically addreſſes. He then 
proceeds to contraſt the innocence and happineſs of a 
imple and a natural ftate with the miſeries and vices that 
have been introduced by poliſhed life, and gives the fol- 
lowing beautiful apoſtrophe to retirement ; | 


«0, bleſt 
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O bleſt retirement? friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muſt he mine; 
How bleſt is he who crowns, in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eaſt; 

Who Quits a world where ffrong temptations try, 
And, fince *tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, born to work ang werpy 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No ſurly porter ſtanas in guilty ſtare, 

To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtne's friend; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While reſignation gently flopes the way; 

And all his profpeQs brightening to the laſt, 
His Heaven Commences ere the world be palt !? 


The deſcription of the pariſh prieſt (probably in- 
tended for a character ot his brother Henry) would have 
done honour to any poet of any age. In this deſcrip- 
tion the ſumile of the bird teaching her young to fly, and 


of the mountain that riſes above the ſtorm, are not 
eaſily to be paralleled. The reſt of the poem conſiſts of 


the character of the village ſchool maſter, and a deſcrip- 
tion of the village ale houſe ; both drawn with admira- 
ble propriety and force; a deſcant on the miſchiefs of 
luxury and wealth; the variety of artificial pleaſures ; 
the miſeries of thole who, for want of employment at 
home, are driven to fettle new colonies abroad; and 


concludes with the following beautiful apoſtrophe to 


poetry :* 


And thou, ſweet poetry! thou lovelieſt maid, 
Still firit to fly where tenſuai joys iuvadey 
Untit in theſe degenerate times of ſhame, 

To catch the heart, or ſtrike for noneit fame; 
Pear charming nymph, necieted and decry'd, 
My ſhame iu crowds, my ſolitary pride; 

Thou ſource of all my bliſs, aud all my woe, 
That fouud me poor at firſt, and deep l me (oz 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurie uf every virtue, fare thee well.“ 


This finiſhed Poem was by no means a haſty produc- 
tion; it occupied two years in compoſing; and was the 
effect of the moſt minute obſervation, during an excur- 
lion of between four and five years. Soon after the ap- 
pearance of this work, he paid a tribute to the merit of 


# The Doctor did got reap a profit from his poetica! labours 2 to thoſe 
of his proſe. '1he-Earl of Lisburne, whoſe claſſical taſte is well known, one 
day at a dinner uf the Royal Academicians, lamented to the Doctor his neg- 
lecting the Muſes, and enquired of him why he forſfook poetry, in which he 
was ſure of charming his readers, to compile hiſtories and write novels ? 
The Doctor replied, My Lord, by courting the Mules I ſhall ſtarve; but by 
my Other labuurs, I cat, drink, haye good cluaths, and enjoy the luxuries of 


lite. x 
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x LIFE OF GOLDSMITH. 
Dr. Parnell, in a Life prefixed to a new Edition of that 
elegant writer's © Poems on feveral Occaſions ;”* a 
work that does honour to the head and heart of the 
autnor. 

The next Comedy the Doctor produced was in the 
year 1772: it was called, She Sioops to Conquer, and 
proved more ſucceſstul than the -Good natured Mam. 
Colman, who was then manager of Covent Garden 
Theatre, and had given inconteſtible proofs of dramatic 
genius, in tae production of various excellent pieces, was 
greatly miſtaken in his judgment of this comedy, which 
he thought too fe reical, and had conſigned to condem- 
nation at the time of its laſt rehearial. Indeed, the 
performers, in general, coincided with the manager in 
opinion. The piece, however, notwithſtanding the icn- 
tence pronounced by that acknowledged critic, was fe- 
ceived with great applauſe, to his mortification, and the 
exultation of the author, who was not a little piqued at 
the critic from the following circumſtance. 

The firſt night of the performance of his comedv, 
Goldſmith did not come to the houſe till it approached 
the cloſe, having been ruminating in St. James's Park, 
on 1 very impe rtant deciſion of the tate of his piece 
the 1. Pen: ung; and ſuch were his an xicty, and 1 
hen 0 on of its failare, that he was with great difficultv 
prev: ailed on to repair to the theatre, on the ſuggeition 
of a friend, wio point ed out the neceſſity of his ple- 
ſence, in order to take cognizance of any pallages that 
might appear o bjeQionable, {or the purpole of omiftion 
or alteration in the repetition of the performance. 2 
Author, with an expectation” ſuſpended between hope 
and fear, had ſcarcely entered the paſſage that leads 2 
the tage, than his ears were ſhocked at a hiſs, which 


} 


probation of the farcical tuppoation of Mrs. Hardcaftle 1 


4 


being (o p: alpably de! added, as to conceive hericlt at the 
difance of fil ty miles from her houſe, when ſhe was not 
at the diſtance of fiity yards. Such were the.tremer and 
agitation of the Doctor on this unwelcome ſalute, that, 
running up to the manager, he exclaimed, What's 
enn 


Mace a from the audience, as a token of their dia- 
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that? “C Pſhaw ! Doftor,” (replied Colman, ) in a ſarcaſtic 
tone, ** don't be terrified at ſqzuibs, When we have been 
fitting thele two hours upon a barre] of gurpowwder.”” 
Gold!mith's pride was fo hurt by the poignancy of this 
remark, that the friendſhip which had before ſubſiſted 
between the Managcr and the Author was diffolved for 
lite. 

The ſucceſs of the comedy of She Stoops to Conquer pro- 
duced a moit liberal perſonal attack on the author in 
one of the public prints. Enraged at this abuſive pub- 
lication, Dr. Gold!mith repaired to the houſe of the pub- 
liſher, and, after remonſtrating on the malignity of this 
attack on his character, began to apply his cane to the 
ſhouliers of the publiſher, who, making a powerful re- 
ſiſtance, from being the defenſtve foon became the of- 
tenſive cembatant. Dr. Kenrick, who was fitting in 
a private room of the publiſher's, hearing a noiſe in the 
ſhop, came in, put an end to the fight, and conveyed 
the Doctor to a coach. The pavers inſtantly teemed 
with treſh abuſe on the impropriety of the Doctor's at- 
tempting to beat a perſon in his own houſe, on which, 
in the Daily Advertiſer of Wedneſday, March 31, 1773, 
he inſerted the following addrels. 

Jo the Public. 

Left it may be ſuppoſed that I have been willing 
to correct in others an abuſe of which I have been guilty 
my{cli, I beg leave to declare, that, in all my lite, I ne- 
ver wrote, or dictated, a fingle paragraph, letter, or 
eſſay, in a newſpaper, except a few moral eſſays, under 
the character of a Chineſe, about ten years ago, in the 
Ledger; and a letter, to which I ſigned my name, in 
the St. James's Chronicle. If the liberty of the preſs 
theretore has been abuſed, I have had no hand in it. 

I have always conſidered the preſs as the protector 
of our freedom, as a watchful guardian, capable of unit- 
me the weak againſt the encroachments of power. What 
concerns the public moit properly admits of a public 
diſcuſſion. But of late, the preſs has turned from de- 
fending public intereſt, to making inroads upon private 


life; trom combating the ſtrong, to overwhelming the 


B 2 feeble. 
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fzehle. No condition is now too obſcure for its abuſe, 
and the protector is become the tyrant of the peoples 
In this manner the freedom of the preſs is beginning to 
ſow the ſeeds of its own diſſolution; the great muſt op- 
poſe it from principle, and the weak from tear ; till, at 
laſt, every rank of mankind ſhall be found to give up its 
benefits, content with ſecurity from its inſults. 

How to put a ſtop to this licentiouſneſs, by which 
all are indiſcriminately abuſed, and by which vice con- 
ſequently eſcapes in the general cenſure, I am unable to 
fell; all I could wiſh is, that, as the law gives us no 
protection againſt the injury, io it ſhould give calumni— 
ators no ſkelter after having provoked. correction. The 
inſults which we receive before the public, by being 
more open, are the more diſtreſſing: by treating them 
with filent contempt, we do not pay a ſufficient deterence 
to the opinion of the world. By recurring, to legal re- 
dreſs, we too often expole the weakneſs of the law, which 
only lerves to increale our mortification by tailing to re- 
heve us. In ſhort, every man ſhould fingly conſider 
himſelf as a guardian of the liberty of the preis, and, 
as far as his influence can extend, ſhould endeavour to 
prevent its Jicentiouinets becoming at laſt the grave of 

its freedom. | OLLVER GOLDSMITH. 

The profits ariſing from his two comedies where eſti— 
mated at 1300l. rating the Good raiured Man, at pool. 
and She S${oops to Conquer at Sool. which, with the pro- 
duct of other works, amounted, as is afſerted upon a 
good author! ity, to 1800]. but, through a protuje liberalt- 
ty to indigent authors, and particularly thoſe of his own 
country, who played on his credulity, together with the 
effects of an habit he had contracted tor gaming, he 


found himſelf, at the clole of that very year, not in a | 


ſtate of enjoyment of a pleaſing proſpect before him, but 
enveloped in the gloom of detpondency, and all the per- 
plexities of debt, accumulated by his own indliſcretion. 

It is Wande, that, about this time, our Author 
altered his mode of ac dreſs ; he rejected the title of 
Door, and aſſumed that of plain Mr. Goldlmith. 
This innovation has been attributed to various cauſes, 

Some 


. 
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Some ſuppoſed he then formed a reſolution never to en- 


gage as a practical profeſſor in the healing art; others 


imagined that he conceived the important apf pellation of 


Doctor, and the grave deportment attached to the cha- 
racter, e e with the man of faſhion, to which 
he had the vanity to aſpire; but, whatever might be 
his motive, he could not tho off the title, which the 
world impoſed on him to the day of his death, and 
which is annexed to his memory at the preſent day; 
though he never obtained a degree ſuperior to that of 
Bachelor of Phyſic. | 

Though Goldſmith was indiſereet, he was, at the 
fame time, induſtrious; and, though his genius was 
tively and fertile, he frequently ſabmitt ted to the dull 
tatk of compilation. He had previouſly written Hiſ- 
tories of England, Greece, and Rome; and afterwards 
undertook, and finiſhed, 4 pete" entitled, An Hiſtory 
ef the Earib and Anim ated Nature ; but, if a judgment 
may be formed of this work from the opinion of the 
learned, it redounded more to his emolument than his 
reputation. | 

A ſhort time before he paid the debt of nature, he 
had formed a de hon of compiling an Univerſal Dicti- 
onary of Arts and Sciences, and had printed, and diſ- 
tributed amongh his friends and acquaintance, a pro- 
ſpectus of the work; but as he received very little en- 


touragement from the bookſellers, he deſiſted, though 


relna antly from his deſign. 

His laſt production, Retalia ation, though not intended 
for public view, but merely his own private amuſement, 
aud that of a few particular friends, exhibits ſtrong 
marks of genuine humour. It originated from ſome 
jokes of feſtibe merriment on the Author s perſon and 
dialect, in a club of literary friends, where good nature 

was ſometimes ſacrificed at the ſhrine of wit and ſar- 
cam; and as Geidimith could not diſguiſe his feelings 


upon the occaſion, he was called upon for Retaliation, 


which he produced the very next club meeting. 
It may not be to accurate as his other poetical pro- 
ductions, as he did not reviſe it, or live to finiſh it in 


the 
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immediately on receiving the meſſage.“ 


xiv LIFE OF GOLDSMITH, 
the manner he intended; yet high eulogiums have been 
paſſed on it by ſome of the firſt characters in the learned 
world, and it has obtained a place in moſt of the editions 
of the Engliſh Poets. 

Our Author now approached the period of his diſſo- 
lution. He had been frequently attacked for ſome years 
with a ſtrangury, and the embarraſſed ſlate of his af- 
fairs aggravated the violence of the diforder, which, 
with the agitation of his-mind, brought on a nervous 
fever, that operated in ſo great a degree, that he ex- 
hibited ſigns of deſpair, and even a diſguft with life 
it ſelf. . 

Finding his diſorder rapidly increaſe, he ſent for Mr, 
Hawes, his apothecary, as well as intimate friend, to 
whom he related the ſymptoms of his malady. He told 
him he had taken two ounces of 1pecacuanha wine as an 
emetic; and expreſſed a great deſire of making trial of 
Dr. James's fever powders, which he defired him to 
ſend him. The apothecary reprelented to his patient 
the impropriety ot taking the medicine at that time; 
but no argument could prevail with him to relinquiſh 
his intention; ſo that Mr. Hawes, apprehenſive ot the 
fatal conſequences of his puiting this raſh reſolve into 
execution, in order to divert him from it, requeſted 
permiſſion to. ſend for Doctor Fordyce, who attended 

The Doctor, alarmed at the dangerous ſymptoms 
which the diſorder indicated, thought it neceſſary to call 
in the advice of another pnyſician; and accordingly pro- 
poſrd ſending for Doctor Turton, of whom he knew 
Goldſmith had a great opinion. The propoſal was ac- 
ceded to; a ſervant was immediately diſpatched with a 
meſſage; and, on his arrival, the two Doctors aſſiſted at 
a conlultation,- which they continued regularly every 


day till the diſorder put a period to the exiſtence of their 


* Doctor Fordyce, of whoſe medical abilities Goldſmith always expreſſed 
the higheit ſenſe, corroborated the opinion uf the apothecary, and uſed every 
argument to diſſuade him trom taking the powders; but, deaf to all the re- 
monitrances of his phyſician and friend, he tatally periiſted in his refolution ; 
and when the apothecary viſited him the following day, and enquired of him 
how he did, he fetched a deep ſigh, aud i iu a dejected tone, „He wiſhed 
he had taken his friendly advice laſt night," 


patient, 


| 
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patient, on the fourth day of April, 1774, in the 45th 


year of his a 


His friends, who were very numerous and reſpecta- 
ble, had determined to bury him in Weltminſter-abbey : 
his pall was to have been ſupported by Lord Shelburne, 
Lord Louth, Sir Joſhua Reynolds, the Honourable Mr. 
Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, and Mr. Garrick; 
but, from tome unaccountable circumſtances, this do: 
ton was dropped; and his remains were privately de- 
poſited | in the Temple burial-ground, on Saturday, the 

gth of April; when Mr. Hugh Kelly, Meſſrs. John 
. Robert Day, Mr. Palmer, Mr. Etherington, and 
Mr. Hawes, gentlemen who had been his friends in life, 
attended his corple as Mourncrs, and paid the laſt tribute 
to his memory. 

A ſub leription, however, was afterwards raiſed by 
his friends, to defray the expence of a marble monu- 
ment, which was placed in Weitminſter- abbey, between 
Gay's monument and the Duke. of Argyle's, in the 
Pocts' corner, with the following Latin inſcription, 
written by his iriend Dr. Samuel Johnſon : ; 


OLIVARI GOLDSMITH 
 Voetz, Phyſici, Hiftorici, 
Qui nullum fere ſcribendi genus 
Non tetigit. 
Nullum quod tetisit non ornavit 
Sive Riſus eflſent movendi 
Sive Lacrymæ. 

Affectuum potens at lenis Dominator 
Ingenio tibhmis»--eVividus Verfatilis 
Oratione grandis nitidus Venuſtus 
Hoc Menumentum Memoriam coluit 

Sodalium Amor 
Amicorum Fides 
Lettorum Veneratio 
Vatus Hibernia Fornie Lonfbordienſis 

In Loco cui Nomen Pallas 
Nov. xxix. MPCCXXXTI. 
Eblane Literis inſtitutus 
Ubiit Londini 
April iv. MPCCLXXIV., 


Tranſlation. 


This Monument is raiſed” 
To the Memory of 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 
Poet, Natural Philoſophy, and 
Hiſtorian, 
Who left no cha 8 writing untouched, 


voadorned. by his Pen, 
Whether to move laughter, 
Or draw tears; 
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As to his Char 


We inſert the following lines, in verſe and proſe, 
written by a friend immediately after his death, as they 


LIFE OF GOLDSMITH, 


He was a powerful maſter 
x Over the aftections, 

Though at the ſame time a gentle tyrant; 
Of a genius at once ſublime, lively, and 
Equal to every ſubject: 

In expreſſion at once noble, 

Pure and delicate. 

His Memory will laſt 
As long as ſociety retains affection, 
Friendſhip is not void of Honour, 
And reading wants.not her admirers. 
He was born in the kingdom of Ireland, 
At Fernes, in the province 

f Leinſter, 
Where Pallas had ſet her name, 
29th Nov. 1751. 
He was <Gdicated at Dublin, 
And died in London, 
4th April, 1774. 


Mr. Pope's line, 


(In wit a man, ſimplicity a child.“ 


were deemed faithful tranſcripts of his charaGer, 


His flux of philanthropy quickly ſtood {11 


Here reſts, from the cares of the world and his pen, 


A A poet whoſe like we hall ſcarce meet again; 


Who, though form'd in au age when corruption ran high, 
And folly alone ſeem'd with folly to vie; 

When genius, with traffic too commonly train'd, 
Recounted her merits by what the had gain'dy 


et ſpurn'd at thoſe walks of debaſement and pelf, 


Aud in poverty's ſpite dar'd to think for kimfeif, 
Thus tree'd from thoſe fetters the muſes ort biud, 
He wrote from the heart to the hearts of mankindz 
And ſuch was the prevalent force of his ſons, 

Sex, ages, and parties, he drew in a threug. 

The lovers---"twas theirs" to eſteem and commend, 
For his Hermit had prov'd him their tutor and friend; 
The ſtateſman, his politic paiſions on fire, 
Acknowledg'd repote from the charms of his lyre. 
The moraliſt too had a feel for his rhymes, 

For his Elizys were curbs on the rage of the times; 
Nay, the critic, all ſchooV'd in grammatical ſenfe, 
Who look'd in tie glow of deſcription for ſenſe, 
Reform'd as he read, fell a dupe to his art, 

Aud confeſs'd by his eyes what he felt in his heart, 


Yet, bleſt with original powers like theſe, 
His principal force was on paper to pleaſe; 


Like a fleet-footed hunter, though firic in the chace, 


On the road of plain ſenſe he oft ſlacken'd his pace; 

Wildt dullnets and cunning, by whipping and boring, 
Their hard-footed hackneys paraded before him; 
Compounded likewiſe of tuch primi ive parts, 

That his manners alone would have gain'd him our hearts. 


So ſimple in truth, ſo ingenuouſly kind, 

So ready to feel for the wants of matikind ; 

Yet praiſe but an author of popular quilts 
3 13 

Transform'd from himſelf, he grew meanly ſevere, 

ud rail d at thote talents he ought not to tcars 
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LIFE OF GOLDSMITH. xvii 


guch then were his foibles; but though they were ſuck 
As ſhadow'd the picture a little too much, 
The ſtyle was all graceful, expreſſive and grand, 
Aud the whole the refult of a maſterly hand. 


The proſaic eulogium which follows, does the higheſt 
honour to his character, both literary and perſonal. 

In an age when genius and learning are too generally 
facrificed to the purpoſes of ambition and avarice, it is 
the conlolation of virtue, as well as its friends, that 
they can commemorate the name of Goldſmith as a ſhin. 
ing example to the contrary. 

„Early compelled (like many of the greateſt men) 
into the ſervice of the Muſes, he never once permitted 
his neceſſities to have the leaſt improper influence on 
his conduct; but, knowing and reſpecting the honour- 
able line of his profeſſion, he made no farther uſe of 
fon, than to fet off the dignity of truth; and in this 
he ſucceeded fo happily, that his writings ſtamp him 
no leſs the man of gen.us, than the univerſal friend of 
mankind. | | 2 

„ Such is the out-line of his poetical character, 
which, perhaps, will be remembered, whilſt the firſt-rate 
poets of this country have any monuments left them. 
But, alas! his noble and immortal part, the good man, 
is only conſigned to the ſhori-liv'd memory ot thoſe who 
are left to lament his death. 

Having naturally a powerful bias on his mind to the 
cauſe of virtue, he was cheerful and indefatigable in 
every purſuit of it; warm in his friendſhip, gentle in 
his manners, and in every act of charity and benevo- 
tence, „ the very milk of human nature“ Nay, even 
his foibles, and little weakneſſes of temper, may be ſaid 
rather to fimplity than degrade his underftanding ; for, 
though there may be many inſtances adduced, to prove 
he was d men of the world, moſt of thole. inſtances 
would atteſt the unadulterated purity of his heart. 
One who eſteemed the kindneſs and friendſhip of ſuch a 
man, as forming a principal- part of the happineſs of 
his life, pays this laſt ſincere aud grateſul tribute to his 
memory. * 


+ The eſteem in which our Author was held by Dr. Johnſon, is evident 
from the following pailagey, extracted from a letter of the Doctor to My. 8 
| | we 
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xviii LIFE OF GOLDSMITH, 

To ſo high a degree of literary tame did Goldfmith 
arrive, that the product of his writings in general is 
ſaid to have amounted, in the courle ot fourteen years, 
to more than eight thouſand pounds; but this ſum Was 
diſſipated by an improvident ].berality, without dil- 
crimination of objects, and other foibles incidental to 
mankind, which our Author could not fee in himſelf; 
or, if he could ſee, wanted reſolntion to correct. But 
with thele foibles he polleſted many virtues, and thoſe 
particularly of humanity and benevolence, which diſ- 
poſed him to do all the good within his power; lo that 
he lived reſpected and d 'ed lamented. 

The perſon of Goldſmith,” (fays Mr, Boſwell, in 
the Lite of Dr. Joh n{on,) “ was ſhort ; his countenance 
coarſe and vulgar; his e .eportment that of a ſcholar, 
awkwardly affecting the complete s gentleman. No man 
had the on of difblayir g, with more advantage as a 
writer, whatever literary acquiſitions he made. His 
mind ee(erabled a fertile but thin ſoil; there was a 
quick but not a ſtrong vegetation of whatever Chanced 
to be thrown upon it. No deep root could be ſtruck 
The oak of the foreſt did not grow there ; but the le. 
gant ſhrubbery, and the iragrant parterre, appeared in 
gay ee e It has been generally circulated, and 
believed, that he was -a mere fool in converſation: In 
alluſion to this, Mr. Horatio Walpole, who admired 
his writings, faid, he was & an infpired idiot ;** and 
Garrick deter ibes him as one: | 


for N! lorrneſs call”; 1 Noll, 
Who wrote lize an angel, and talk'd like! poor Poll. 


But, in reality, de deſcriptions are greatly ex- 
aggerated. He had, no doubt, a more than common 
ſhare of that hurry of ide eus, which we often find in 
his countrymen, and which ſometimes introduces a 
laughable confuſion in expreſling them. He was very 
mich what the French call un et vurdie : and from 


. well, ſoon after his d&{@iſe, “of poor dear Dr. Goldſmith there is little 79 
be told, more ttan th pers have made public. He di ed Of a Ces N adde, 
am afraid, more vi- Es 
and al His, reſource$? Were e 
that be UW E@&n0 Aar twet 
fore?“ 
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LIFE OF COLDSMITH. A xix 
vanity, and an eager deſire of being conſpicuous where- 
ever he was, he frequently talked careleſsly, without any 
knowledge of the ſubject, or even without thought. 
Thoſe who were any ways diſtinguiſhed, excited envy 
in him to ſo ridiculous an excefs, that the inftances of it 
are hardly credible. He, I am told, had no ſettled 
ſyſtem of any ſort, fo that his conduct muſt not he 
too ſtrictly criticiſed; but his affections were tocial 
and generous 3 and when he had money, he beſtowed 
it liberally; His defires of imaginary conſequence fre- 
quently predominated over iis attention to truth.“ 

His proie has been admitted as the model of per- 
ſection, and the ſtandard of the Engliſh language. Dr. 
Johnſon ſays, ** Goldimich was a man of ſuch variety 
of powers, and fuch telici: * of performance, that he 


ſeemed to excel in whatever he attem pted ; a man who 


had the art of being minute without tediouſneſs, and ge- 


neral without confuſion ; w poſe e language was capacious 
without exuberance ; exact without reſtraint ; and eaſy 
without weaknets 

he m noft = Ae of his profaic . writings are the 
Vicar of Farid, 2 55 , Letters jrom a Nobleman lo 
bis Son, and the L. fe FP: red. 

With reſpect to The ach 7 f I*akefie't, it is certain! 

a compoſition which has juſtly merited the applauſe of 
all diſcerning perſons as one of the beſt novels in the 
Engl:th language. The diction is chaſte, correct, and 
elegant. The characters are dawn to the life; and the 
tcenes it exhibits are ingenioufly variegated with hu- 
mour and i-niiment. The hero of the piec e ditplays 
the molt ſhining virtues that can adorn relative and 
ſocial lite ; lincere in his protef! ions, humane and gene- 
nerous in his diſpoſition, he is himielt a pattern of the 
character he repretents, enforcing that excellent maxim, 
that exam ple is more powerful than precept, His wife 
is drawn as poſſetiing many laudable qualifications; and 


Her Th evailing paſlion for exrernal parade 1 is an inden 
live folble, calculated rather to excite our mirth than 


incur our cenſuie. The character of Ollvia, the Vicar's 
cläeſt daughter, is contraſted with that ot Sophia the 
3 - yernger; 


; 
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xx LIFE OF GOLDSMITH. 
younger ; the, one being repreſented as of a diſpoſition 
gay and volatile, the other as rather grave and ſteady ; 
though neither of them ſeems to have indulged their pe- 
culiar propenſity beyond the bounds of moderation. 
Upon a review of tnis excellent production, it may be 
truly ſaid, that it inculcates the pureſt leſſous of mo— 
rality and virtue, tree from the rigid laws of Stoicilm, 
and adapted to attract the efteem and obſervation of 
every ingenuous mind. It exciies not a thought tha! 
can be injurious to its tendency, nor breathes an idea 
that can offend the chaſteſt ear; or, as it has been ex- 
preſſed, the language is tuch as angels might nds e 
heard, and virgins told.“ The writer, who ſuggette | 
this pleaſing idea, obſerves turther, that, © if we de 
not always admire his knowledge or extenſive philujc- 
phy, we feel the benevolence of his heart, and ant 


charmed with the purity of its principles. If we vs. 


not follow, with awful reverence, the majeſty of by 
reaſon, or the dignity of the long extended period, . 
at leaſt catch a pleaſing ſentiment in a natural and unar- 
fected ſtyle.— 

Goldimith's merit, as a poet, is univerſally acknow- 
ledged. His writings partake rather of the elegance 
and harmony of Pope, than the grandeur and ſublimiry 


of Milton; and, as we obſerved before, from the aut ho- 


rity of Dr. Johnſon, he rivals every writer of v: 
ſince the death of Pope; ſo that it is to be lamented that 
his poetical productions are not more numerous; tor 
though his ideas flowed rapidly, he arranged them with 

great caution, and occupied much time in poliſhing tis 
periods, and harmonizing his numbers. 


His moſt favourite Poems are the Traveller, Deſerted 


Village, Hermit, and Retaliation. "Thele productions 
may juſtly be ranked with the moſt admired works in 
Engliſh Poetry. 

The Traveller delights us with a diſplay of charming 
imagery, refined ideas, and happy expreſſions. 'The cha- 
racteriſtics of the different nations are ſtrongly marked, 

and the predilection of each inhabitant | in fayour of his 


. ove. eule deſcribed. d 
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The Deſerted Village is generally admired : the cha- 
racters are drawn from the life. The deſcriptions are 
lively and pictureſque; and the whole appears fo ealy 
and natural, as to bear che ſemblance of hiſtorical truth 
more than poetical fiction. 

The Hermit hold equal eſtimation with the reſt of his 
poetical productions; and its beauties did not fail to at- 
tract the notice of the artiſt. The ſubject is delineated 
in a maſterly manner by the pencil of Mr. Kirk, to 
which ample juſtice is done by the Engraving of Mr. 
Anker Smith; and, through the united {kill of thoſe in- 
genious Artiſts, produces a very chaſte and elegant 
Vignette, 

His laſt Poem of Retaliation, to which we have before 
adverted, is replete with humour, free from ſpleen, and 
torcibly exhibits the prominent features of the leveral 
characters to which it alludes, Dr. Johnſon, as re- 
ported by Mr. Boſwell; ſums up his literary character 
in the follow ing coneile manner. Take him [Gold- 
{mith] as a Poet, his Traveller is a very fine perfor- 
mance, and ſo is his Deſerted Village, were it not ſome- 
times too much the echo of his Traveller. Whether 


we take him as a Poet, as a Comic Writer, or as an 


Hiſtorian, he ſtands i in the firſt claſs.“ 
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COMMENDATORY VERSES. 


EXTRACT FROM A POEM WRITTEN BY 
MR. PRATT, 


ON THE DEATH OF EMINENT ENGLISH POETS, 


— 


| THE TEARS OF GENIUS, 
THE village- bell tolls out the note of death, 


And through the echoing air, the length'ning ſound, 


With dreadtul pauſe, reverberating deep; 

Spreads the fad tidings, 9'er fair Auburn's vale. 
There, to enjoy the ſcenes her bard had prais'd 
In all the ſweet ſimplicity of ſong, 

Genius, in pilgrim garb, ſequeſter'd fat, 

And herded jocund with the harmlets ſwains: 
But when ſhe heard the fate-forboding knell, 

With ſtartled ſtep, precipitate and ſwitt, 

And look pathetic, full of dire pre ſage, 

The church-way walks, beſide the neighb'ring green, 
Sorrowing ſhe fought; and there, in black array, 
Borne on the ſhoulders of the {wains he lov'd, 

She {aw the boaſt of Auburn mov'd along. 
Touch'd at the view, her penſive breaft ſhe ſtruck, 
And to the cyprets, which iacumbent hangs 

With leaning ope, aud branch irregular, 

O'er the moſs'd pillars of the facred fane, 


The briar-bound graves ſhadowing with funeral gloom, 


Forlorn ſhe hied ; and there the crowding woe 
- (Swell'd by the parent) preſs'd on bleeding thought, 
Big ran the drops trom her maternal eye, 
Faſt broke the boſom- ſorrow from her heart, 
And pale Dittrels fat fickly on her cheek, 
As thus her plaintive Elegy began. 
And mult my children all expire? 
Shall none be left to ſtrike the lyre? 
Courts Death alone a learned prize? 
Falls his ſhafts only on the wiſe ? 
Can no fit marks on earth be found, 
From uſeleſs thouſands ſwarming round? 
What crowding cyphers cram the land! 
W hat hoſts of victims, at command ! 
Yet ſhall th' ingenious drop alone? 
Shall ſcience grace the tyrant's throne ? 
Thou murd”rer of the tunetul train! 
I charge thee, with my children ſlain! 
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COMMENDATORY VERSES. xxiii 
Scarce has the ſun thrice urg'd his annual tour, 
Since half my race have telt thy barbarous pow'r ; 
Sore haſt thou thinn'd each pleaſing art, 
And ſtruck a Mule with every dart: 
Bard, after bard, obey'd thy ſlaughtering call, 
Till ſcarce a poet lives to ſing a brother's fall. 
Then let a widow'd mother pay 
The tribute of a parting lay, 
Tearful, infcribe the monumental ſtrain, 
And ſpeak aloud, her feelings, and her pain! 

And firſt, farewel to thee, my lon, the cried ; 
Thou pride of Auburn's dale ſweet bard, farewel. 
Long for thy ſake, the peaſants tear ſhall flow, 

And many a virgin-boſom heave with woe; 

For thee ſhall forrow ladden all the ſcene, 

And every paſtime periſh on the green; 

The ſturdy farmer ſhall ſuſpend his tale, 

The woodman's ballad ſhall no more regale; 

No more thai! Mirth his ruſtic ſport inſpire, 

But every trolic, every teat ſhall tire. 

No more the evening gambol ſhall delight, 

Nor moonthine revels crowa the vacant night, 
But groupes of villagers {each joy forgot) 

Shall forin a fad affembly round the cot. 
Sweet bard, farewel—and farewel, Auburn's bliſs, 
The baſhful lover, and the yielded kiſs; 

The evening warble Philomeia made, 

The echoing foreſt, and the whiſpering ſhade, 
The winding brook, the bleat of brute content, 
And the blithe voice that whiftled as it went.”? 
Theſe ſhall no longer charm the plowman's care, 
But fighs ſhall fill the pauſes of deſpair. 

"Goldſmith; adieu! the“ book: learn d prieſt“' for thee 

Shall now in vain poſſeſs his feſtive glee, 

'The oft-heard jeſt in vain he (hail reveal, 

For now; alas, the Jeſt he cannot feel. 

But ruddy damſels o'er thy tomb tall bend, 

And conſcious weep for their and virtue's friend: 
The milk-maid ſhall reject the ſhepherd's ſong, 
And ceaſe to carol as ſne toiis along: 

All Auburn ſhall bewail the fatal day, 

When from her fields their pride was ſnatch'd away; 
And e'en the matron ot the ereſſy lake 

In piteous plight her palſied head hal [I ſhake, 
While all adown the turrows of her tace 

Slow ſhall the lingering tears each other trace. 


2. 


1 COMMENDATORY VERSES, 
And, Oh, my child; ſeverer woes remain, 
To all the houſeleſs and unſhelter'd train: 
Thy fate ſhall ſadden many an humble gueſt, 
And heap freſh anguiſh on the beggar's breaſt. 
For dear wert thou to all the ſons of pain; 
To all that wander, forrow, or complain, 
Dear to the learned, to the ſimple dear, 
For daily bleſſings mark'd thy virtuous year; 
The rich receiv'd a moral from thy head, 
And from thy heart the ſtranger found a bed. 
Diſtreſs came always ſmiling from thy door; 
For God had made thee agent to the poor ; 
Had form'd thy feelings on the nobleſt plan, 
To grace at once, the Poet, and the Man. 


EXTRACT FROM A MONODY ON THE DEATH 
DR. OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


DARK as the night, which now in dunneſt robe, 
Aſcends her zenith, o'er the ſilent globe; 
Sad melancholy wakes, awhile to tread, 
With ſolemn ſtep, the manſions of the dead: 
Led by her hand, o' er this yet recent ſhrine 
I ſorrowing bend; and here eſſay to twine 
The tributary wreath of laureat bloom, | 
With artleſs hands, to deck a Poet's tomb; 
The tomb where Goldſmith ſleeps. Fond hopes, adieu! 
No more your airy dreams ſhall mock my view: 
Here will I learn ambition to controul, 
And each afpiring paſſion of the foul : 
E*'en now, methinks, his well-known voice 1 hear, 
When late he meditated flight from care, 
When, as imagination tondly hied 
Jo ſcenes of ſweet retirement, thus he cried. - 
Ve ſplendid fabrics, palaces and towers, 
„Where diſſipation leads the giddy hours, 
„Where pomp, diſeaſe, and knavery reſide, 
And folly bends the knee to wealthy pride; 
„Where luxury's purveyors learn to riſe, 
„And worth, to want a prey, unfriended dies; 
Where warbling Eunuchs glitter in brocade, 
And hapleſs Poets toil for fcanty bread. 
„ Farewet! to other ſcenes I turn my eyes, 
Emboſom'd in the vale where Auburn lies, 
« Deſerted Auburn, thoſe now ruin'd glades, 
6“ Forlorn, yet ever dear and honour'd ſhades, 
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„There though the Hamlet boaſts no ſmiling train, 
„Nor {porttul paſtime circling on the plain; 
©« Noneedy vidains proul around ior prey, 

« No ſlanderers, no jycophants betray ; 

« No gaudy foplings fcorntuily deride 

„The fwaln, whole humb.e pipe is all his pride, 
„There wii. I fly to ſeck thac ſoft repoſe, 

„Which ſolitude contemplative beſtows: | 
„Met, oh, fond hope l perchance there ſtill remains 
„One lingering friend behind, co bleſs the plains; 

« Some hermit or the dale, inſhrin'd in eaſe, 

*« long ioft companion ot my youthiul days; 

„% With whole ſweet converie ur his locial bower, 
] oit may chide away ſome vacaiit hour; 

„To whole pure fympathy, I may impart 

„% Each latent griei, that labours at my-heart, 

„% VWhate'er I ielt, and what I 1aw, relate, 

« 'The tholes of luxury, the wrecks of ſtate 
«'Thole buſy ſcenes, where ſcience wakes in vain, 
«© In which I ſhar'd, ah! ne er to ſhare again. 
But whence that paig? does nature now rebel ? 
« Why fauiters out my tongue the word tarewel ? 
« Ye friends! who long have witnefs'd to my toil, 
„ And feen me ploughing in a thanklets ſoil, 
„Whole partial tengernels huth'd every pain, 

« Whoſe app robation made my boiom vain; 
«2'Tis you to whom my 1oul divided hies 
«With fond regret, and half unwilling flies; 

« Sighs forth her parung wiſhes to the wind, 

'« And lingering leaves her better half behind. 

« Can I forget the intercourle I thar'd, 

4% What friendſhip cheriſh'd, and what zeal endear'd? 
« Alas! remembrance ſtiil muit turn to you, 

„ And to my lateſt hcur, protract the long adieu. 
« Amid the woodlands, wherelce'er Lrove, 
„The plain, or ſecret covert ot the grove, 
© Imagination ſhail ſupply her ſtore 
„Of painful bliſs, and what the can reſtore 
e Shall ſtrew each lonely path with flow'rets gay, 
« And wide as is her boundiels empire ftray 
«On eagle pinions traverie earth and ſKies, 

« Ang bid the loſt and diſtant objects rile, 
„Here, where encircl'd o'er the floping land 
« Woods riſe on woods, ſhall Ariſtotie ſtand; 
Lyceum round the godlike man rejoice, 

« And bow with reyerence to wiſdem's velce. 
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xxvi COMMENDATORY VERSES, 
„ There, ſpreading oaks ſhall arch the vaulted dome; 
„The Champion, there, of liberty, and Rome, 
In attic eloquence ſhall thunder laws, 
„And uncorrupted ſenates ſhout applauſe, 
„Not more extatic viſions rapt the foul 
« Of Numa, when to midnight grots he ſtole, 
« And learnt his lore, from virtue's mouth refin'd, 
«'To fetter vice, and harmonize mankind. 
„% Now ſtretch'd at eaſe beſide ſome fav'rite ſtream, 
Ot beauty and enchantment will I dream | 
« Elyſium, feats of art, and laurels won, 
„The Graces three, and“ Japher's fabled ſon: 
« Whilit Angelo ſhall wave the myſtic rod, 
&« And ſee a new creation wait his nod; | 
% Preſcribe his bounds to Time's remorſeleſs power, 
„And, to my arms, my abſent friends reſtore; 
Place me amidit the group, each well-known face, 
„% The ſons of ſcience, lords of human race; | 
« And as oblivion finks at his command, 
« Nature ſhall riſe more ftinith'd from his hand; 
„Thus ſome Magician, traught with potent ſkill, 
« 'Fransforms and mouids each varied mals at will; 
&« Calls animated forms of wonderous birth, 
« Cadmean offspring from the teeming earth; 
« Uncears the ponderous tombs, the realms ot night, 
« And calls their cold inhabitauts to light; 
« Or, as he traverſes a dreary ſcene, 
« Bids every ſweet of nature there convene, 
„Huge mountains, ſkirted round with wavy woods, 
„The ſhrub-deckt lawns, and filver ſprinkled floods, 
« Whilſt flow'rets ſpring around the {miling land, 
« And follow on the traces of his wand. 

Such proſpects, love:y Auburn! then, be thine 
And what thou cault of b:11s impart be mine; 
„Amid thy humble ſhades, in tranquil eaſe, 

« Grant me to pats the remnant of my days, 

« Unfetter'd from the toil of wretch gain, | 

« My raptur'd muſe ſhall pour her nobleſt ſtrain, 

« Within her native bowers the notes prolong, 

« And, grateful, meditate her lateſt ſong. 

„Thus, as adown the ſlope of lite I bend, 

„And move, reſign'd, to meet my latter end, 

„% Each worldly wiſh, each worldly care repreſt, 

A ſelf-approving heart alone poſſeſt, 

„Content, to bounteous Heaven I' leave the reſt. 
* Prometheus. | 


] 
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Thus ſpoke the Bard : but not one friendly power 
With nod aſſentive crown'd the parting hour; 
No eaſtern meteor glar'd beneath the ſky, 
No dextral omen; Nature heav'd a ſigh 
Prophetic ot the dire impending blow, 
The preſage of her loſs, and Britain's woe, 
Already portion'd, unrelenting Fate 
Had made a pauſe upon the number'd date; 
Behind ſtood death, too horrible for fight; 
In darkneſs clad, expectant, prun'd for flight; 
Pleas'd at the word, the ſhapeleſs monſter ſped, 
On eager meſſage to the humble ſhed, 
Where, wrapt by ſoft poetic viſions round, 
Sweet ſlumbering, Fancy's darling ſon he found. 
At his approach the filken pinion'd train, 
Affrighted, mount aloit, and quit the brain 
Which late they fann'd: now other ſcenes than dales 
Of woody pride, fucceed, or flow'ry vales: 
As when a ſudden tempeſt veils the ſky, 
Before ſerene, and ſtreaming lightnings fly; 
The proſpect ſhits, and pitchy volumes roll, 
Along the drear expanſe, from pole to pole; 
'Territic horrors all the void inveſt, 
Whilit the Archſpectre iflues forth confeſt. 
'The Bard beholds him beckon to the tomb 
Of yawning night, eternity's dread womb 
In vain attempts to fly, th* impaſſive air 
Retards his ſteps, and yields him to deſpair 
1 He fecls a gripe that thrills through every vein, 
And panting ſtruggles in the fatal chain. | 
Here paus'd the fell deitroyer to ſurvey 
The pride, the boaſt of man, his deftin'd prey, 
Prepar'd to ſtrike, he pois'd alott the dart, 
And plung'd the ſteel in Virtue's bleeding heart; 
Abhorrent, back the ſprings of lite rebound, 
And leave on Nature's face a griſly wound, 
A wound enroll'd among Britannia's woes, 
That ages yet to follow cannot cloſe. 
Oh, Goldſmith; how ſhall forrow now eflay 
To murmur out her flow incondite lay? 
In what fad acceats mourn the luckleſs hour, 
That yielded thee to unrelenting power; 
Thee, the proud boaſt of all the tunetul train 
That ſweep the lyre, or ſwell the poliſh'd ſtrain? 
Much honour'd Bard! if my untutor'd verte 
Could pay a tribute worthy of thy hearle, 
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With fearleſs hands I'd build the fane of praiſe, 
And boldly ftrew the never- fading bays. 

But, ah ! with thee my guardian Genius fled, 
And pillow” d in thy tomb his filent head : 
Pain'd Memory alone behind remains, 

And penfive [talks the folitary plains; 

Rich in her forrows, honours-without art, 
She pays in tears, redundant from the heart. 
And fay, what boots it o'er thy hallow'd duſt 
To heap the graven pile, or laurell'd buſt; 
Since by Lily hands already rais'd on high, 
We tee a fabric tow'ring to the ſky ; 

Where hand and hand with time, the ſacred lore 
Shall travel on till nature is no more? 


ON THE DEATH OF DR. GOLDS\!ITH, 
BY W. WOT.Y. 

A DIEU, {ſweet bard ! to cach line feeling true; 

Thy virtues many, and thy t01h!es. cw; 
Thoſe form's to charm e en vicious minds, and theſe 
With harmleſs mirch the ioctul foul to pleaſe. 
Another's woe thy heart could aways meit; 
None gave more tree,—tor none more deeply felt. 
Sweet | bard, adieu thy own harmonicus lays 
Have ſculptur'd out thy monument of praiſe; 
Yes, theſe ſurvive to Ume's re moteſt day, 
While drops the bolt, and boaſttu! tombs decay. 
Reader, if number'd in the Mule's train, 
Go, tune the lyre, 5 imitate his itrain; 
But, if no poet thou, reverie the plan; 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man. 
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THE 


TRAVELLER; 
OR, 
A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 
A POEM. 1765. 


TO THE REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH, 


Dear Sir, 


1 AM ſenſible that the friendſhip between us can acquire no new force from 
the ceremonies of a Dedication ; and perhaps it demands an excuſe thus 
to prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline giving with your own. 
But as a part of this Poem was formerly written to you from Switzerland, 
the whole can now, with propriety, be only infcribed to you. It will alſo 
throw a light upon many parts of it, when the reader underſtands, that it is 
addreſſed to a man, who, deſpiſing fame and fortune, has retired early to 
happiuets and obſcurity, with an income of forty pounds a year. 


I now perceive, my dear brother, the wiſdom 13 humble choice. You 
have entered upon a ſacred office, where the harve is great, and the labour- 
ers are but few; while you have left the field of ambition, where the labour- 
ers are many, and the harveſt not worth carrying away. But of all kinds of 
ambition, what from the refinement of the times, from different ſyſtems of 
criticiſm, and from the diviſions of party, that which purſues poetical fame 
is the wildeſt, 

Poetry makes a principal amuſement among unpoliſhed nations; but in a 
country verging to the extremes of refinement, Painting and Mulic come in 
for a ſhare. As theſe offer the feeble mind a leſs laburious entertainment, 
they at firſt rival Poetry, and at length ſupplaurt her, and, though but younger 
ſiſters, ſeize upon the elder's birth-right. 


Yet, however this art may be neglected by the powerful, it is ſtill in greater 
danger from the miſtaken efforts of the learned to improve it. What criti- 
ciſms have we not heard of late in favour of blank verſe, aud Piudaric odess 
choruſſes, anapeſts and iambics, alliterative care and happy negligence ! 
Every abſurdity has now a champion to defend it; aud as he is generally 
much in the wrong, ſo he has always much to fay; for error is ever talkative, 


But there is an enemy to this art ſill more dangerous; I mean Party. 
Party entirely diſtorts che judgment, and defiruvys the taſte, When the mind 
is once iufefted with this ditcaſe, it can only find pleaſure in what contri- 
butes tv increaſe the diſtemper. Like the tyger, that ſeldom deſiſts from pur- 
ſuing man, atier having once preyed upon human flech, the reader, who has 
once gratified his appetite with calumny, makes, ever atter, the moſt agree- 


able fraſt upon murdered reputation. such readers generally admire ſome 


halt-witted thing, Who wauts to be thought a bold man, having loft the cha- 
racter of a wiſe one, Him they diguify with the name of Poet: his tawdry 


Jlampoons are called ſatires; his turbulence is ſaid to be force, and his 


phreazy fire. 


What reception a Pcem may find, which has neither abuſe, party, nor 
blank verſe to ſupport it, I cannot tell, nor am I tolicitous to know. M 
aims are right. Without eſpouſing the cauſe of any party, I have attempted 
to moderate the rage of all. I have endeayoured to itiew, that there may be 
ejual happineſs in Rates that are ditterently governed from Gur own; that 
every ſtate has a particular principle of happinefs, and that this principle in 
each may be carried to a miſchievous exceſs. There are few can judges bet» 
ter than yourſelf how far theſe poſitions are illuftrated iu this Poem. 


I am, Dear Sir, 
Your moſt aftectionate Brother, | 
OLIVER GOLDEMITH, 
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THE TRAVELLER. 


Sa 

N EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, . 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po; 1 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor The 
Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door; And 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, Exul 
; A weary wake expanding to the ſkies; | Ye © 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, Ve | 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee ; Ve 1 
Still to my brother turns with ceateleſs pain, Ye b 
And drags at each remove a length'ning chain. Far: 
Eternal bleflings crown my earlieſt friend, Oren 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend j | A 
Eleſt be that ſpot, where cheertul gueſts retire | Bend 
Jo pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire; Hoa: 
Rleſt that abode, where want and pain repair, "oY 
And every ſtranger finds a ready chair: | | Thu 
Bleſt be thoſe feaſts, with ſimple plenty crown'd, Pleas 
Where all the ruddy tamily around Vet 
augh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, To { 
Or ſigh with pity at ſome mournful tale; Sd 
Or preſs the baſſiful ranger to his food, © ive 
And learn the luxury of doing good. Whe 
But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, May 
My prime of life in wandring ſpent and care By 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing to purſue; Who 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view; The 
That, like the circle bounding earth and ſkies, Bold! 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 5 | Extol 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, And 
Ant find no ſpot of all the world my own. The 
E'en now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, Boaſt 
T ſet me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; | Bak 
And, plac'd on high above the ſtorm's career, And 
Lock downward Where an hundred realms appear; Such 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains extending wide, His fi 
The pon of kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. And 
When thus Creation's charms around combine, And « 
Amidit the ſtore ſhould thankleſs pride repine ? Thon 
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Say, ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain 

That good which makes each humbler boſom yain? 
Let ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all it can, 

Theſe little things are great to little man? 

And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetic mind 


Exults in all the good of all mankind. PG 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and ſplendor crown'd ; "nt 
Ye fields, where ſummer tpreads protution round ; 11 
Ve lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale; 1 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flowery vale; "WH 
For me your tributary ſtores combine : "$0 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine, 4 

As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, 5 Ed 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er ; - 3 
Hoards after hoards his riiing raptures fill, 3 Af 
Yet ſtill he fighs, for hoards are wanting {till ; 1 
Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions rite, | 1 
Pleas'd with each good that Heaven to man ſupplies: "IN 4 
Vet oft a figh prevails, and forrows fall, = 
To ſee the hoard of human bliſs ſo final; ' $24. 
And oit I with, amidit the ſcene, to find Ei. . 
Some ſpot to real happinets conſign'd, e 4 i 
Where my. worn ſoul, each wandering | 10pe at reſt, 1 b | 

MY 


May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows bleR. 

But « here to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know? 
The ſhudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own 
Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 

And his long night of revelry and cafe: 
The naked Negro, panting at the line, 
Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine, 
Baiks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, 
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And thanks his gods for all the good they gave, 11 

Such is the Patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam ; ; 1 
4 

His firſt, beſt country, ever is at home; 1 
3,08 


And yet, perhaps, it countries we compare, - 
And eſtimate the bleſſings which they thare, 

Though patriots flatter, ſtill ſhall wiſdom find Bll 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind 41189 WM 
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Fe different good, by art or nature given, 
To different nations makes their bleſſings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliſs at labour's ear neſt call; 

With food as well the peatant is ſupply'd 

On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy ſide; 

And though the rocky creſted ſummits frown, 
Theſe rocks, by cuſtom, turn to beds of down, 
From art more various are the bleflings ſent ; 

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, ian 4 j 

Vet theſe each other's power to ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt, 

Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails; 
And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails ; 
Hence every ſtate to one lov'd bleſſing prone, 
Comforts and models lite to that alone. 

Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, | 
And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends, 
Till, carried to excels in each domain, 

This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try theſe truths with cloter eyes, 
And trace them through the prolpect as it lies : 
Here for a while my proper cares reſign'd, 

Here let me fit in ſorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon neglected ſhrub at random cait, 
That ſhades the ſteep, and ſighs at every blaſt, 

Par to the right, where Appennine aſcends, 
Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends ; 

Its uplands ſloping deck the mountain's ſide, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 
While oft ſome temple's mou}d'ring tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. 

Could Nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſt. 

W hatever fruits in different climes are found, 
'That proudly rife, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever ſweets ſalute the Northern ſky 
With vernal lives, that bloſſom but to die; 
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= | THE TRAVELLER. 33 
Theſe here diſporting own the kindred (oil, 

Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 

While ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand 

To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 
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But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone beſtows, 1 
And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows, 7 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear; BY 
Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here, | wt 
Contraſted faults through all his manners reign : vi 


Though poor, luxurious; though ſubmiſſive, vain z 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue 
And e'en in penance planning fins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind; 
For wealth was theirs ; not far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the ſtate ; 
At her command the palace learnt to riſe, 
Again the long-fall'n column ſought the ſkies ; 
The canvas glow'd, beyond e'en Nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her ſail; 
While nought remain'd, of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a flave : 
And late the nation found, with fruitleſs ſkill, 
Its former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet ſtill the loſs of wealth is here ſupply'd 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; _ 
From theſe the feeble heart and long- fallen mind 
An ealy compenſation ſeem to find. 
Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, 
The paſte- board triumph and the cavalcade; 
Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, 
A miſtreſs or a faint in every grove. 
By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil'd, 
The ſports of children ſatisfy the child; | 
Each nobler aim, repreſt by long controul, 
Now ſinks at laſt, or feebly mans the ſoul ; 
While low delights, ſucceeding fait behind, 
In happier meanneſs occupy the mind: 

D | 
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As in thoſe domes, where Cæſars once borne ſway, 
Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay, 
There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, 
The ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed ; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile. 

My ſoul turn from them, turn we to ſurvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay, 
Where the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion tread, 
And force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread, 

No produ& here the barren hills afford, 

But man and ſteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May; 
No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt, 

Yet ſtill, e'en here, content can ſpr:ad a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage dilarm. 


Though poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſts though ſmall, 


He ſees his little lot the lot of all ; 

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head 

To ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; 

No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquets deal 

To make him loath his vegetable meal 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

Each wiſh contracting, fits him to the ſoil. 

_ Cheerful at morn, he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 

Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his vent'rous plough-ſhare to the ſteep ; 
Or ſeeks the den, where ſnow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 

At night returning, every labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed : 

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round ſurveys 
His childrens” looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 

Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board: 

And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 
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Thus every good his native wilds impart, | 
Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 
And een thoſe ills, that round his manſion riſe, 
Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 
Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms 
And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aſſign'd ; 

Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 

Yet let them only ſhare the prailes due; 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few; 
For every want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 

Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſt. 
Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
That firſt excites deſire, and then ſupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; N 
Unknown thoſe powers that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, | 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong defire 
Unfit for raptures ; or if raptures cheer 

On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 

In wild excels the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 

Till, buried in debauch, the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſelv flow; 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low 
For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to fon, 
Unalter'd, unimprov*d, the manners run; 

And love's and friendſhip's finely pointed dart 

Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some ſterner virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt ; 

But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play 
Though life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way; 
Theſe, far difpers'd, on timorons pinions fly, 

To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 
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6 THE TRAVELLER. 

To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn; and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe ; 


Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe ; 


How often have 1 led thy ſportive choir, 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murmuring Loire! 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 


And freſhen'd from the wave the zephyr flew, 
And haply, though my harſh touch, falt'ring till, 


But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's ſkill ; 


Yet would the village praiſe my wond”rous power, 
And dance forget ful of the noon-tide hour. 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children through the mirthful maze 
And the gay grandſire, ſkill'd in geſtic lore, 

Has friſk'd beneath the burden of threeſcore. 

So bleſt a lite theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay ; 

Thus idly buſy rolls their world away. | 

'T heirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 

Honour, that praile which real merit gains, 

Or el en imaginary worth obtains, 

Here paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 
It ſhifts in ſplendid traffick round the land: 

From courts, to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praile 

They pleale, are pleas'd; they give to get efteem, 
Till, teeming bleit, they grow to what they ſeem. 
But while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies, 

It gives their follies alſo room to riſe; 
For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly ſought, 
Enfeebles all eternal ſtrength of thought ; 
And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſt, 

Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt, 

Hence oftentation here, with tawary art, 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe which tools impart. 
Here vanity aſſumées her pert grimace, 


And trims her robe of frize with copper lace 


"Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boalt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
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THE TRAVFLLER.. 37 
The mind ſtill turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, 
Nor weighs the ſolid worth of ſelt applauſe. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Emboſora'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 

Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land, 
And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, | 
Lift the tall rampart's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently flow, 

The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidft the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore z 
While the pent ocean, riſing o'er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile z 
The flow eanal, the yellow bloſſom'd vale, 
The willow tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain; 

A. new creation reſcu'd from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave ſubjected (oil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 255 
Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 

And induſtry begets a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
With all thoſe ills ſuperfluons treaſure brings, 
Are here diſplayed. Their much lov'd wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 

But view them cloſer, craft and fraud appear 
 Feen liberty itſelf is barter'd here, 

At gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies; 
The needy (ell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves; _ 
Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to ſervitude conform, 

Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm, 

Heavens! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 

War in each breaſt, and freedom oneach brow z 
How much unlike the ſons of Britain how ! 

Fir'd at the ſound, my genius ſpreads her wing, 

And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring 
D3 


3 7 — — - — — 

A * — OD — IA 
—__ <=: he -— = +” — — — - * — 
—— LS INS > — 


_ a, 


22 
- 


x.” = 5 
N ; I 
2 dy 3 


L 
war 


4 
= — IRS IE = 
— 3 — 2 > - - = \ 
CES 2” y—_ — * 8 - - 2 
— . ⏑— 2: x5 Rn. 3 Co Sz « 
2 27 . - — - - 1 8 5 
_ - — — — — 2 
1 


wu th <a. a 
* 2 3 - 


' 0 
4 
* 1 
% 3s 
- 487 3 
"+ = 
* wy "© 6 
mA oF 
4,” ny 
$2: | 
* 1 
79 
bY : 
* 
by * 


38 THE TRAVELLER. 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpis glide. 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, 
There gentle muſic melts on every {pray 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind! 
Stern o'er each bolom Reaſon holds her ſtate, 
With dairing aims irregularly great; 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
J fee the lords of human kind pals by; 
Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, 
By forms untaſhion'd, freſh from Nature's hand ; 
Fierce in their native hardinels of foul, | 
True to imagin'd right above controul, 
While e'en the peaſant boaſts thete rights to ſcan, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man. | 

Thane, frecdom, thine the bleſſings pictur'd here; 
Thine are thoſe charms that dazzel and endear: 
Too bleſt, indeed, were ſuch without alloy; 
But, foſter'd e'en by freedom ills annoy; 

That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie: 
The ſelf. dependent lordlings ſtand alone, 

All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown ; 
Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd; 
Ferments arile, impriſon'd factions roar, 
Repreſt ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, 
Till over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 

Its motion ftop, or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worſt. As nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, | 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to thele alone, 

And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; 


Till time may come, when, ſtript of all her charms, 


The land of icholars, and the nurſe of arms, 
Where nobler ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
nere King's have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
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THE TRAVELLER. 39 
One fink of level avarice ſhall lie, 
And ſcholars, foldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 
Yet think not, thus when freedom's ills I ſtate, 
JI mean to flatter kings, or court the great; 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my foul aſpire, 
Far from my boſom drive the low deſire; 
And thou, tair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel ; 
Thou tranſitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or tavour's foſtering ſun ; 
Still may thy blooms the changetul clime endure ; 
I only would repreſs them to ſecure ; 
For juſt experience tells, in every foil, 
That thoſe who think mutt govern thoſe that toil 
And all that freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. 
O then how blind to all that truth requires! 
Who think it freedom when a pert alpires ! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to riſe in arms, 
Except when faſt approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiets blocade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to ſtretch their own ; 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom en themſelves are free: 
Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw; 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where lavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from ſlaves to purchaſe ſlaves at home; 
Fear, pity, juttice, indignation ſtart, | 
Tear off reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 
Till half a patriot, halt a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 
Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour, 
When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honour in its ſource, 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with doudle force ! 
Have we not ſeen round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore ? 
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40 THE TRAVELLER, 

Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 

Like flaring tapers bright' ning as they waſte; 

Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

Lead ſtern depopulation in her train, 

And over fields, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 

In barren ſolitary pomp repoſe ? 

Have we not ſeen, at pleaſure's lordly call, 

The ſmiling long. frequented village fall? 

Beheld the duteous ſon, the fire decay'd, 

The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 

. Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 

To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 

Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 

And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound ? | 
E'n now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays 

Thro' tangled foreſts, and thro* dangerous ways; 

Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim 

There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 

And all around diſtreſsful yells ariſe, 

The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 

To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, 

Caſts a long look where England's glories ſhine, 

And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 
Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch to find 

That bliſs which only centers in the mind : 

Why have I ſtray'd, from pleaſure and repoſe, 

To ſeek a good each government beftows ? 

In every government, though terrors reign, | 

Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws rettrain, 

How imall of all' that human hearts endure, 

That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure, 

Still to ourſelves in every place conſign'd, 

Our own felicity we make or find: | 

With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 

Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. 

The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 8 

Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, 

To men remote from power but rarely known, 

Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 
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DESERTED VILLAGE. 
A POEM. 
FIRST PRINTED IN MDCCLXIX. 


TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


Dear Sir, 
I Can have no expectations in an addreſs of this kind, either 

to add to your reputation, or to eſtabliſh my own. You can 
gain nothing from my admiration, as I am ignorant of that art 
in which you are ſaid to excel; and I may loſe much by the 
ſeverity of your judgment, as tew have a juſter taſte in poetry 
than you. Setting intereſt therefore alide, to which I never 
paid much attention, I mutt be indulged at preſent in following 
my affections. The only dedication I ever made was to my 
brother, becauſe I loved him better than moſt other men. He 
is fince dead. Permit me to inſcribe this Poem to you. 

How far you may be pleaſed with the verſification and mere 
mechanical parts ot this attempt, I do not pretend to enquire z 
but I know you will object (and indeed ſeveral of our beſt and 
wiſeſt friends concur in the opinion) that the de population it de- 
plores is no where to be ſeen, and the diſorders it laments are 
only to be found ih the Poet's own imagination. To this I can 
ſcarce make any other anſwer, than that I ſincerely believe 
what I have written; that I have taken all poſſible pams, in my 
country excurſions, for theſe four or five years paſt, to be gertain 
of what I alledge, and that all my views and enquiries have led 
me to believe thoſe miſeries real which I here attempt to diſ- 
play. But this is not the place to enter into an enquiry, whe- 
ther the country be depopulating, or not; the diſcuſſion would 
take up much room; and I ſhall prove myſelf, at beſt, an in- 
different politician, to tire the reader with a long preface, when 
] want his unfatigued attention to a long poem. 

In regretting the de population of the country, I inveigh againſt 


the increaſe ot our luxuries; and here alfo J expect the ſhout 


of modern politicians againit me. For tweaty or thirty years 


paſt, it has been the faſhion to conſider luxury as one ot the 


greateſt national advantages; and all the witdom of antiquity in 
that particular as erroneous. Still, however, I muſt remain a 
profeſſed ancient on that head, and continue to think thoſe luxu- 
ries prejudicial to ſtates, by which fo many vices are introduced, 
and jo many kingdoms have been undone. Indeed, ſo much 
has been poured out of late on the other fide of the queſtion, 
that, merely tor the ſake of novelty and variety, one would ſome- 
times wiſh to be in the right. I am, Dear Sir, | 
Your fincere Friend and ardent Admirer, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 


SWEET AUBURN! lovelieſt village of the plain, 


Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring ſwain, 


Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 

And parting ſummer's ling'ring blooms delayed. 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eaſe, 

Seats of my youth, when every ſport could pleaſe, 

How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 

Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene! 

How often have I paus'd on every charm, 

The ſhelter*d cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the buſy mill ; 

The decent church, that topt the neighb'ring hill; 

The hawthorn buſh, with ſeats beneath the ſhade, 

For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made! 

How often have I bleſt the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour tree, 

Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree, 

While many a paſtime circled in the ſhade, 

The young contending as the old ſurvey'd; 

And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground, 

And ſleights of art and feats of ſtrength went round, 

And ſtill as each repeated pleaſure tir'd, 

Succeeding ſports the mirthful band inſpir'd; 

The dancing pair, that ſimply ſought renown, 

By holding out, to tire each other down; 

The ſwain, miſtruſtleſs of his ſmutted face, 

While ſecret laughter titter*d round the place; 

The baſhful virgin's fide-long looks of love; 

The matron's glance, that would thoſe looks reprove. 

Theſe were thy charms, ſweet village! ſports like theſe, 

With ſweet ſucceſſion, taught e'en toil to pleaſe ; 

Theſe round thy bowers their cheerful influence ſhed ; 

Theſe were thy charms—But all theſe charms are fled, 
Sweet ſmiling village! lovelieſt of the lawn; 

Thy ſports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn 
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Amidſt thy bowers the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 
And deſolation ſaddens all thy green: 
One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage ſtints thy ſmiling plain: 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 

But, choak d with ſedges, works its weedy way: 
Along thy glades, a ſolitary gueſt, 

The hollow founding bittern guards its neſt: 
Amidf thy deſert walks the lapwing flies, 1 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 1 
Sunk are thy bowers in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 177 
And the long graſs o' ertops the mould'ring wall; 41 
And, trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, * Bi 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 

III fares the land, to ha{tning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : | 
Princes and lords may flouriſh, or may fade; | 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once deſtroy'd, can never be ſupply'd. | 

A time there was, *ere England's griefs began, ty 
Where every rood of ground maintain'd its man 
For him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore 
Juſt gave what life requir'd, but gave no more; 
His beit companions, innocence and health; 

And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter*d ; trade's unfeeling train 
Uſurp the land, and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain: 
Along the lawn, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repoſe; 
And every want to luxury ally'd, 

And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thoſe gentle hours, that plenty bade to bloom; 


* 4 
04g * 98 22 
3 < W 


1 
— 

ET nd 
_—— 


—— 


. 
; A» 


| rs _ 
<Y — — —_ 
"Fi 3, we I» * 
DE RN ETIR=e7 


— 
* 


N Thoſe calm deſires, that aſk'd but little room; 5 

ſe, Thoſe healthful ſports, that grac'd the peaceful ſcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green; | 

: 'Thele, far departing, ſeek a kinder ſhore, _ 

d. And rural mirth and manners are no more. 


Sweet AUBURN! parent of the bliſsful hour, 
þ Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's power, 
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Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, 
Amidſt thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 


Where once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew, 


Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 

Swells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 
In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 

In all my griefs—and God has given my ſhare— 

I till had hopes, my lateſt hours to crown, 

Amidf theſe humble bowers to lay me down; 

To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, 

And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 

I ſtill had hopes (for pride attends us ſtill) 

Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-Icarn'd ſkill, 

Around my fire an evening group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt, and all I ſaw; 

And, as an hare, whom hounds and horns purſue, 

Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 

I ill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, 

Here to return—and die at home at laſt, 

O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 

Retreats from care, that never mult be mine, 

How bleſt is he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 

A youth of labour with an age of eaſe! 

Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 

And, hnce 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! | 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dang' rous deep; 

No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, 

To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 

While reſignation gently flopes the way; 

And, all his proſpe&s bright'ning to the laſt, 

His Heaven commences ere the world be paſt! 


Sweet was the ſound, when oft, at ev'ning's cloſe, 


Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 
There, as I paſt with careleſs ſteps and flow, * 
The mingled notes came ſoften'd from below; 
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The ſwain reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung 
The ſober herd, that low'd to meet their youns 
The noily geeſe, that gabbled o'er the pool ; 
The pl. iyful children, juſt let looſe from ſchool ; 


The watch-dog's voice, that bay'd the whilſp* ring wind 


And the loud laugh, that ſpoke the vacant mind ; 
Thele all in ſweet confuſion fought the ſhade, 
And fill'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 
But now the ſounds of population fail, 

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate m the gale, 

No buly ſteps the graſs-grown foot-way tread, 
But all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled. 

All but yon widow'd folitary thing, 

That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring; 

She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 
To ſtrip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread, 
To pick her wintry tagot from the thorn, 

To ſeck her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmleſs train, 

The ſad hiſtorian of the penſive plain, 


Near yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 
And ſtill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 


The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. 
A man he was, to all the country deaf, 

And paſſing rich with forty pounds a year: 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 


Nor ere had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change, his place 3 z 


Unikilful he to Fawn: or ſeek tor power, 

By doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train; 


He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain: 


The long-remember*'d beggar was his gueſt, 
Whole beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt : 
The ruin'd ſpendthrift, 1 now no longer proud, 


Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow” d; 


The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, 
Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
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46 THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 
Wept o'er his wounds; or, tales of forrow done, 


Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were won, 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 


And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 

Careleſs their merits or their faults to ſcan, 

His pity gave ere charity began. | | 
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 

And een his failings lean'd to Virtue's ſide; 

But in his duty, prompt at every call, | 

He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all: 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies, 

He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 

Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

+ Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, 

And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay*d, 

The rev'rend champion ttood. At his controul, 

Deſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling foul ; 

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raile, 

And his laſt fault'ring accents whiſper'd praiſe. 
At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place : 

Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 

And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray. 

The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, each honeft ruitic ran; 

F'en children follow'd with endearing wile, 


And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile, 


His ready ſmile a parent's warmth expreſt; 

Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt: 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given; 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in Heaven; 

As ſome tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midways leaves the ſtorm, 
Though round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. OH on 
HBeſide yon ſtraggling fence, that ſkirts the way 
With bloſſom'd furze, unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noily manſon, ſxill'd to rule, 


The village maſter taught his little ſchool ; 
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A man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view; 
I knew him well, and every truant knew. 
Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face: 
Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee, 
At all his jokes; for many a joke had he; 
Full well the buſy whiſper, circling round, 
Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown'd; 
Yet he was kind; or, if ſevere in aught, 
'The love he bore to learning was in fault : 
The village all declar'd how much he knew; 
*F'was certain he could write, and cypher too: 
Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage 
And een the ſtory ran, that he could guage, 
In arguing, too, the parſon own'd his ſkill; 
For e'en though vanquiſſi'd, he could argue till ; 
While words of learned ſtrength, and thund'ring found, 
Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around 
And fill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 
That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 
But paſt is all his fame. The very ſpot, 
Where many a time he triumph'd, 1s forgot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the ſign- poſt caught tht paſſing eye, 


Low lies that houſe where nut-brown draughts inſpir'd, 


Where grey beard mirth and ſmiling toil retir'd, 
Where village ſtateſmen talk'd wih looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round, 
Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace 

The parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place; 

The white-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded floor; 
The varniſh'd clock, that click'd behind the door 
The cheſt, contriv'd a double debt to pay; 

A bed by night, a cheſt of drawers by day; 

The pictures, plac'd for ornament and uſe; 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe; 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
With aſpen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay; 
While broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for ſhow, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in à row, 
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48 THE DESERTED VILLAGE, 
Vain tranſitory ſplendor! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manſion from its fall! 
Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart : 
T hither no more the peaſant ſhall repair, 
To ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the wood man's ballad, ſhall prevail 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoft himſelf no longer ſhall be found 
Careful to ſee the maniling bliſs go round; 
Nor the coy maid, halt willing to be preſt, 
Shall kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. 
Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
Theſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train, 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloſs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 


The ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt- born {way : 


Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy'd, unmoleſted, unconfin'd. 
But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In theſe, ere triflers half their wiſh obtain, 
The toiling pleaſure ſickens into pain; 
And, een while faſhion's brighteſt art decoy, 
The heart diſtruſting aſks, if this be joy? 

Ye friends to truth, ye ſtateſmen, who ſurvey 
The rich man's joys increaſe, the poor's decay, 
*Tis your's to judge how wide the limits ſtand 
Between a ſplendid and an happy land. | 
Proud ſwells the tide with loads of treighted ore, 
And ſhouting Folly hails them from her ſhore; . 
Hoards een bevond the miſer's wiſh abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 


Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name, 


That leaves our uſeful product ſtill the ſame. 
Not ſo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply d; 
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| THE DESERTED VILLAGE, 49 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds z 
Space for his horles, equipage and hounds : 

The robe that wraps his limbs in filken ſloth, 


Has robb'd the neighbouring fields of half their growth j 


His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, 
Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green 
Around the world each needful product flies, 
For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. 

While thus the land, adorn'd for pleaſure all, 
In barren ſplendor feebly waits the fall. 

As ſome fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes; 


But when thoſe charms are palt, (for charms are frail,) 


When time advances, and when lovers fail, 

She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of dreſs; 

Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 

In nature's ſimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 

But verging to decline, its ſplendors rite, 

Its viſtas ttrike, its palaces ſurpriſe ; 

Vhile, tcourg'd by tamine from the ſmiling land, 
The mourntul peaſant leads his humble band; 
And while he finks, without one arm to ſave, 
The country blooms—a garden, and a grave. 
Where then, ah! where ſhall poverty reſide, 
To 'ſcape the preſſure of contiguous pride? 

If to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick the {canty blade, 
Thoſe fenceleſs fields the ſons of wealth divide, 
And een the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city ſped What waits him there? 
To ſee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare; | 
To fee ten thouſand banetul arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 

To lee each joy the ſons of pleature know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe, 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
J here the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 
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50 THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 
tore, while the proud their long drawn pomps diſplay, 
There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way. 

The dome where Pleaſure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blazing ! ſquare, 
The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 
Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles ere annoy |! 
Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy! 
Are thele thy ſerious thoughts: Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houlſcleſs ſhiv'ring female lies. 

She once, pehaps, in village plenty bleſt, | 
Has wept at tales of innocence dil ſtreſt; 
Her modeſt looks the cottage night adorn, | 
Sweet as the primroſe peeps bene th the thorn; 
Now loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near her betray er's door ſhe jays her head; 
And, pinch'd with ob, and ſhrinking tro b the ſhower, 
With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 
When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. | 

Do thine, 8 5 AUBURN, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Do thy fair tribes anticipate her pain? 

E'en now, perhaps, hy cold and hunger led, 
At proud mens doors they aſk a little bread! 

Ah, no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracks with fainting te ps they go. 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 

Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid ſhore; 

T hofe blazing ſuns, that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely ſhed intolerable day; 

Thoſe matted woods, where birds forget to ſing, 
But filent bats in drowly clulters cling 

Thoſe pois'nous fields, with rank iance-crown'd, 
Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around 
Where at each Rep the {ranger fears to wake 

The cattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey, 
And ſavage men, more murd'rous ll than they; 
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While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 8 
Mipgling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies, 
Far different theſe from every former ſcene, 

he cooling brook, the graſſy veſted green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only thelter'd thefts of harmlets love. 

Good Heav*n ! what forrows gloom'd that parting day, 
That call'd them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exile, every pleaſure paſt, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their laſt; 
And took a long farewel, and wifl''d in vain 

For ſeats like theſe bey ond the weltern main ; 

And, ſhudd'ring till to face the diſtant 5 
Return'd and wept, and ſtill return'd to weep. 
The good old fire, tha firſt prepar'd to go 

To ncw. found worlds, and wept for other's woe ; 
But for himſelf, in conſcious virtuebrave, 

He only wiſh'd for worlds beyo nd the grave. 

His lovely daughter, lovlier in her tears, 

The fond companion of his helpleſs years, 

Silent went next, neglecttul of her charms, 

And lett a lover's for a father's arms. 


With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 


And bleſt the cot where every picaiure roſe : 
And kiit her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 


 Andclalp'd them clote, in forrow doubly dear; 
Whilſt her fond huſband ſtiove to lend relief 


In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 
O luxury ! thou curſt by Heav'ns geecer, 
How ill exchang'd are things like thele for thee ! 
How do thy potions, with inſidious joy, 
Diffule their pleaſures only to deſtroy | 
Kinguoms by thee, to ſickly greatnets grown, - 
Boaft of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mals of rank unwieldy woe 
Till ſapp'd their ſtrength, and every part unſound, 
Down, down they fk r ſpread a ruin round. 
E'en now the devaſtation is begun, 
And! halt the bufinets of deſtruction done; 
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52 THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

E'en now, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon anchoring veſſel ſpreads the ſail, 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 

| Downward they, move, a melancholy band, 
Paſs from the ſhove, and darken all the ſtrand. 
Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderneſs, are there; 
And piety, with wiſhes plac'd above 

And ſteady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, ſweet Poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, 
Still firſt to fly where ſentaal joys invade z 
Unfit in theſe degen'rate times of ſhame, 

To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; 
Dear charming nymph ! neglected and decry'd ; 
My ſhame in crowds, my lolitary pride. 

Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, 
Thou found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'ſt me ſo; 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurſe of every virtue, fare thee well; 
Farewel ; and, O! where'er thy voice be try'd, 
On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's ſide, 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in ſnow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

Redreſs the rigours of th” inclement clime z 

Aid flighted truth, with thy perſuaſive ſtrain  '* 
Teach erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain; 
Teach him, that ſtates, of native ſtrength poſſcft, 
Though very poor, may ſtill be very bleſt; 
That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 
As ocean ſweeps the labour'd mole away: 

While ſelf. dependent power can time defy, 

As rocks reſilt the billows and the ſky. 
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66 TUEN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
«© With hoſpitable ray. 


* For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
“ With fainting ſteps and flow ; 
„Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
„ Seem length*ning as I go.“ 


T3 


% Forbear, my fon,” the Hermit cries, 
„To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
For yonder faichleſs phantom flies 
£ To lure thee to thy doom. 


& Here to the houſcleſs child of want 
« My door is open ſtill 3 

& And though my portion is but ſcant, 
& I give it with goud will, 


c Then turn to night, and freely ſhare 
6 Whate'er my cell beſtows ; 

&© My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
& My bleſling and repoſe. 


© No flocks, that range the valley free, 
&«& Toflaughter I condemn : 

„ Taught by that Power that pities me, 
4 I learn to pity them; 


6 But from the mountain's graſly tide 
«« A ouiltleſs ſeaſt I bring; 


A (crip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 


And water from the ſpring. 


"ET". 2 2 P ”— . — = — _ "> IM — * 


** 
N 
© 


%* 
10 
Wt: 
Ji 
if 
i 
* 


— Con 
4 — 


D 
— - FA 1 — 
2 882 * 


PI. 2 1 


THE HERMIIT. 
6 Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 
& All earth- born cares are wrong: 
& Man wants but little here below, 
«© Nor wants that little long.“ 


Soft as the dew from Heaven deſcends, 
His gentle accents fel] : 

The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 

The lonely manſion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The wicket, op'ning with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now, when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, 

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt : 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gayly preſt, and ſmiled; 
And, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 

The lingering hours beguil'd, 


Around, in ſympathetic mirth, 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth 
The crackling fagot flies. Fa 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow, 
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THE HERMIT. 33 


His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'd, 
With anfweri ing care oppreſt: 

& And whence, unhappy youth!“ he cry'd, 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


« From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
© Reluctant doſt thou rove: 

4 Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
« Or unregarded love? 


& Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
« Are trifling and decay; 

& And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 
« More trifling ſtill. than they. 


** 


&« And what is friendſhip but a name, 


& A charm that lulls to ſleep ; 
A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


Lad 


* 


« And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
„The modern fair- one's jeſt: 
& On earth unſeen, or only found 


66 To warm the turtle's net. 


“ For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows hufh, 
And ſpurn the ſex,“ he ſaid: 

But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd. 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view; 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too, 


The baſhful look, the riſing break, 
Alternate ſpread: alarins :; 

The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 

A maid in all her charms, 
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6 THE HERMIT. 


And, ah, forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry'd ; 

© Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
«© Where heaven and you reſide. 


« But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
«© Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 
© Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
«© Companion of her way. 


«© My father liv'd befide the Tyne, 
«© A wealthy lord was he; 

&« And all his wealth was mark*d as mine, 
«© He had but only me. 


« To win mefrom his tender arms, 
© Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charnis, 
& And ſelt, or teign'd a flame. 


Each hour a mercenary croud 
With richeſt proffers ſtrove : 

© Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
«*« But never talk'd of love. 


In humble, ſimpleſt habit clad, 


No wealth nor power had he: 
« Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
«© But theſe were all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
© ThE dews of heaven refin'd 

Could nought of purity diſplay, 
« 'To emulate his mind. 


& The dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
With charms inconſtant ſhine ; 


„ Their charms were his, but, woe to me, 


* Their conſtancy was mine. 


THE HERMIT. 
« For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 


© Importunate and vain; 


And while his paſſion touch'd my heart, 


1 U 5 85 d in his pain. 


„Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
He left me to my pride; 

And fought a ſolitude forlorn 
In ſecret, where he dy'd. 


© But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
« And well my life ſhall pay ; 

„I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
« And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn, deſpairing hid, 
« I'll lay me down and die: | 

&« *T'was ſo for me that Edwin diq, 
« And ſo for him will 1.“ 


% Forbid it, Heaven! 105 the Hermit cry'd, 
And clalp'd her to his breaſt : 

The wandering fair-one turn'd to chide ; 
Twas Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to ſee 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
** Reſtor'd to love and thee. 


« Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care reſign. 

« And ſhall we never, never part, 
« My life—my all that's mine? 


$6 No, never, from this hour to part, 
«© We'll live and love ſo true; 

& The figh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 
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RETALIATION. 
A POEM. 


OF old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueſt brought his diſh, and the feaſt was 
| united, | 
If our + landlord ſupplies us with beet, and with fiſh, 
Let each gueſt bring himſelf, and he brings the beſt 
diſh : 
Our t Dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains z 
Our & Burke ſhall be tongue, with a garniſh of brains; 
Our || Will ſhall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 
And ¶ Dick with his pepper ſhall heighten their ſavour: 
Our ** Cumberland's ſweet-bread its place ſhall obtain, 
And ++ Douglas is pudding, ſubſtantial and plain: 
Our jt Garrick's a ſallad; for in him we ſee 
Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſaltneſs agree. 
To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 
That 58 Ridge is anchovy, and |||| Reynolds is lamb ; 
That ¶¶ & Hickey's a capon ; and, by the ſame rule, 
lagnanimous Goldſmith, a gooſberry fool. 
At a dinner ſo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 


Who'd not be a glutton, and ſtick to the laſt ? 


_* Firſt printed in 17744 after the author's death. Dr. Goldſmith and ſome 
of his friends occaſionally dined at the St. James's Coftee-houſe, One Cay it 
was propoled to write epitaphs on him. His country, dialet, and perion, 
furniſhed ſubjects of witticiſm., He was called on for Retaliation, and, ar 
weir next meeting, produced the following Poem. 


ft The maſter of the St. James's Coffee-houſe, where the Doctor, and the 
friends he has characterized in this Poem, occaſionally dined. 
1 Doctor Barnard, dean of Derry in Ireland. 
Mr. Edmund Burke. 


Mr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, and Member for 
Bodwin, | 
IJ Mr. Richard Burke, collector for Grenada. 
## Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weſt Indian, Faſhionable Lover, 
The Brotners, and other dramatic pieces. 


tf Doctor Douglas, Canon of Windſor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, 
who has no leſs diſtinguiihed himſelf as a citizen of the world, than a ſound 


critic, in deteCting ſeveral literary miſtakes (or rather forgeries) of his coun» 


try men; particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hiitory of the Popes, 
IT Dayid Garrick, Eſq. h 
$@ Counſellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Iriſh bar. 
ul Sir Joſhua Reynolds, 44 An eminent attorneys 


ers Arn 5 854 Benny 
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RETALIATION. 
Here, waiter, more wine; let me fit while I'm able, 
*Till all my companions fink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircliig my head, 
Let me es and tell what I think of the dead. 


Here lies the good * dean, re-united to earth, 14 
Who mixt reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with mirth; 61 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt; 

At leaſt, in f weeks, I could not find 'em out; 
Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be deny'd *em, 
That ſly-boots was curſedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Here lies our good + Edmund, whoſe genius was ſuch, 
We ſcarcely can praiſe it, or blame it too much; 

Who, born for the univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 


And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 4 
Though fraught with all learning, yet ſtraining his 14 

throat - 
To perſuade t Tommy Townſend to lend him a vote 14 


Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, 1 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of 
dining; LE bf 

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit ? 
Too nice for a ſtateſman, too proud for a wit: 
For a patriot too cool; for a drudge, diſobedient. 11 
And too fond of the right to purſue the expedient. Ai 
In ſhort, twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, Sir, WY 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 1 

Here lies honeſt & William, whoſe heart was a mint, Pi 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't; = 
The pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 4 
His conduct ftill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipſey, the chariot drove home. 
Would you aſk for his merits? alas! he had none; 
What was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his 

own. | 3 

Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate I muſt ſigh at; 

Alas, that ſuch frollic ſhould now be ſo quiet! | 
* Vide page 58. + Vide page 58. 
$I Mr. F Wnitchurch, 


— 
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60 RETALIATION, 
What ſpirits were his? what wit and what whim! 
* Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb! 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball! 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 
In ſhort, ſo provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wiſh'd him full ten times a day at Old*Nick ; 
But, miſſing his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again. 

Here + Cumberland lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are, 
His gallants are all faultleſs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being fo fine 

Like a tragedy queen, he has dizen'd her out, 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 
His fools have their follies ſo loſt in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud ; 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleas'd with their own, 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 
Or, wherefore his characters thus without fault? 
Say, was it that vainly directing his view | 
To find out mens? virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite ſick of purſuing each troubleſome elf, 
He grew lazy at laſt, and drew from himlelt? 

Here 4 Douglas retirgs from his toils to relax, 
The ſcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks : 

Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come, and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant re- 
clines : AE | 
When ſatire and cenſure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own; 
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# Mr, Richard Burke; vide page 5J. This gentleman having Nightly frac- 
tured one ot his arms and legs, at different times, the doctor has rallied him t 
on thofe accidents, as a kind of retributive juſtice for breaking his jeſts upon 
other people. 


+ Vide page 58. | I Vide page 58. 


RETALIATION, 61 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector: 
Our * Dodds ſhall be pious, our Kenricks ſhall lec- 

ture; | 
ft Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle; 
Our & Townſhend: make ſpeeches, and I ſhall compile; 
New || Lauders and Bowers the Tweed ſhall crols over, 
No countryman living their tricks to diſcoyer | 
Detection her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark, 
Here lies ¶ David Garrick ; deſcribe me; who can, 

An abridgment of all that was plegſant in man; 
As an actor, confeſt without rival to ſhine ; 
As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line: 
Yet, with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he ſpread, 
And beplaſter'd with rouge his own natural red. 
On the ſtage he was natural, ſimple, affecting; 
*T was only that, when he was off, he was acting. 
With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day: 
Though ſecure of our hearts, yet, confoundedly fick, 
If they were not his own by fineſſing and trick: 
He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack, 
For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiſtle them back; 
Of praiſe a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 
Till his reliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 
Who pepper'd the higheſt, was ſureſt to pleaſe. 
But let us be candid, and ſpeak out our mind; 
It dunces applauded, he paid them in kind, 


+ "The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 


Dr.Kenrick, who read lectures at the Devil Tavern, under the title 6 
i « The School of Shakeſpeare,” ? d 


t James Macpherſon, Eſq. who lately, from the mere force of his ſtyle, wrote 
. h down the firit poet of all antiquity. 


s Vide page 58. Wl Vide page 58. Jide page 53, 
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62 RETALIATION. 
Ye * Kenricks, ye + Kellys, and f Woodfalls, fo grave, 
What a commerce was your's, while you got and you 
ave! | 
How did Grub-ftreet re: echo the ſhouts that you rais'd, 
While he was be- Roſcius'd, and you were beprais'd ! 
But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, 
To att as an angel, and mix with the ſkies : 
Thoſe poets, who owe their beſt fame to his ſkill, 
Shall (t:I1 be his flatterers, go where he will. 
Old Shakeſpeare, receive him, with praiſe and with love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here S Hickey reclines, a moſt blunt, pleaſant crea- 
ture, 
And flander itſelf muſt allow him good-nature : 
He cheriſh'd his friend, and he relifſh'd a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. - 
Perhaps you may aſk if the man was a miler : 
I anlwer, no, no; for he always was wiſer. 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 
His very worſt foe can't accuſe him ot that. 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And fo was too fooliſhly honeſt ? ah, no! 
Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn ye, 
His was, could he help it? a ſpecial attorney. 
Here || Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wiſer or better behind: 
His pencil was ſtriking, reſiſtleſs and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averſe, yet moſt civilly ft-er ing, 


When they judg'd without ſkill he was {till hard of 


hearing : AS! 
When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios, and ſtuff, 
He ſhifted his ¶ trumpet, and only took ſnuff. 


* Vide page Gt. : F 
+ Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falſe Delicacy, Word to the Wife, Clementina, 
School for Wives, c. Kc. 
T Mr, William Woodtall, printer of the Morning Chronicle. 
? vide page 58. Ibid. | 
ET Sir Jochua Reynolds was fo remarkahfy deaf as to be under the neceſſity et 


uſing an ear-trumpet in company. 
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POSTSCRIPT.* 


HERE Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily lived, he is now a F grave 
man: 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun! 
Who reliſh'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun; 
Whoſe temper was generous, open, ſincere; 
A ſtranger to flatt*ry, a ſtranger to fear; 
Who ſcatter'd around wit and humour at will; 
Whoſe daily bons mots half a column might fill: 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free; 
A ſcholar, yet ſurely no pedant was he. | 
What pity, alas! that ſo lib'ral a mind 
Should 4o long be to newſpaper eſſays conſin'd! 
Who perhaps to the ſummit of ſcience could ſoar, 
Yet content“ if the table he ſet in a roar; 
Whole talents to fill any ſtation was fit, 
Yet happy if Woodfall f confeſs'd him a wit. 
Ye newſpaper witlings! ye pert ſcribbling folks! 
Who copied his ſquibs, and re-echo'd his jokes 
Ye tame imitators, ye ſervile herd, come, 
Still tollow your matter, and viſit his tomb: 
Jo deck it, bring with you teſtoons of the vine, 
And copious libations bettow on his ſhrine ; 
Then ſtrew all around it (you can do no lets) 
§ Croſs readings, fhip-news, and miſtakes of the prefs. 
Merry Whitefoord, tarewel! for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour; I had almoſt ſaid wit: 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refuſe, 
« Thou beſt humour'd man with the worſt humour'd 
| „ mule.” OE | 
After the Fourth Edition of Retaliation was printed, the Publiſher re- 
ccived the above Epitaph un Mr. Caled Whitefoord, rom a friend of the lace 
Doctor Goldfinith, | 
+ Mr. W. was fo notorious a punſter, that Doctor Goldſmith uſed to ſay it 
was impoffible to keep him company, withuut being infected with the itch of 
zunniusg. | 
: pom u. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertiſer. 


$ Mr, Whitefocrd trequently indulged the town With humorous pieces un- 
der thoſe titles in the Public Agdvertiter. | | 


MISCELLANIES. 


THE HAUNCH OF VENISON, 
A POETICAL EPISTLE, 
TO LORD CLARE, 1765. 


THANKS, my lord, for your veniſon ; for finer or | 


fatter 

Ne'er rang'd in a foreſt, or ſnoak'd ina platter: 

The haunch was a picure for painters to ſtudy, 

The fat was fo white, and the lean was ſo ruddy : 

Though my ſtomach was ſharp, I could ſcarce help re- 

retting, 

To ſpoil ſuch a delicate picture by eating: 

J had thoughts, in my chambers, to place it in view, 
To be ſhewn to my friends as a piece of virtu: 

As in ſome Iriſh houſes, where things are ſo ſo, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a ſhow ; ; 

But, for eating a raſher of what they take pride in, 
They'd as ſoon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 
But hold—let me pauſe—don't I hear you pronounce, 
This tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce? 

Well, tuppole it a bounce—ſure a poet may try, 
By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly, 

But my lord, it's no bounce : I proteſt, in my turn, 
It's a truih— and your lordſhip may aſk Mr. Burn.“ 
To go on with my tale—As I gaz'd on the haunch 
I thought of a friend that was truſty and ſtaunch 
So I cut it, and ſent it to Reynolds undreſt, 

To paint it, or eat it, juſt as he lik'd beſt, 

Of the neck and the breaſt I had next to diſpoſe; 
Twas a neck and a breaſt that might rival Monroe's ; 
But in parting with theſe, I was puzzled again, 


With the how, and the who, and the where, and the 


- when. 
There's H—d, and C—y, and W and . 
I think they love veniſon—I know they love beet, 


+ Lord * 8 Nephew. 
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There's my countryman Higgins—Oh! let him alone, 
For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 

But hang it—to poets, who ſeldom can eat, 
' Your very good mutton's a very good treat; 
Such dainties to them their health it might hurt; 
It's like ſending them ruffles, when wanting a ſhirt. 
While thus I debated, in reveric center'd, 
An acquaintance (a friend as he call'd himſelf ) enter'd; 
An under-bred, fine ſpoken fellow was he, 185 
And he ſmil'd as he look'd at the veniſon and me. 
© What have we got here ?—Why this is good eating! 
% Your own, I ſuppoſe— or is it in waiting??? Wi 
„ Why whoſe ſhould it be?“ cried I with a flounce; , =» 
J get theſe things often''—but that was a bounce: A 100 
* Some lords, my acquaintance, that ſettle the nation, | 
© Are pleas'd to be kind—but I hate oſtentation.“ 
If that be the caſe then, cried he very gay, 15 
I'm glad I have taken this houſe in my way. 
© To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me: 
© No words inſiſt on't—preciſely at three. 
«© We'll have Johnſon and Burke; all the wits will be 
there: . | 
« My acquaintance is (light, or I'd aſk my lord Clare. 104 
& And, now that I think on't, as I am a ſinner! | uy 
&© We wanted this veniſon to make out the dinner. 95 
„What ſay you ?—a paſty it ſhall, and it muſt; 1 
« And my wife, little Kitty is famous for cruſt. 1 
« Here, porter — This veniſon with me to Mile-end ? 4 
& No ſtirring, I beg—my dear friend my dear friend!“ 
Thus ſnatching his hat, he bruſht off like the wind, | 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. | 
Left alone to reflect, having emptied my ſhelf, | Tf 
And“ nobody with me at ſea but myſelf ;”"* _ | 
Tho? I could not help thinking my gentleman haſty, 
Yet Johnſon, and Burke, and a good veniſon paſty, 
Were things that I never diſliked in my life,  * 
Though clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 
So next day in due ſplendour to make my appproach, 


I drove to his door in my own hackney coach. 


+ See the Letters that paſſed between his Royal Highneſs Heury Duke of 
Cumberland and Lady Groſyenor. 120» 1209. 
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When come to the place where we all were to dine, 
(A chair: lumber'd cloſet, juſt twelve feet by nine, ) 
My friend bade me welcome, but ſtruck me quite dumb, 
With tidings that Johnſon and Burke would not come: 
For I knew it,“ he cried ; * both eternally fail; 

« The one with his ſpeeches, the t'other with Thrale. 

«© But no matter; I'll warrant we'll make up the party, 
« With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 

6 The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew : 

They're both of them merry, and authors, like you: 
The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge : 

« Some thinks he writes Cinna—he owns to Panurge.“ 
While thus he deſcrib'd them by trade and by name, 
They enter*d, and dinner was ſerv'd as they came. 
At the top a fried liver and bacon were ſeen ; 

At the bottom was tripe, in a ſwinging tureen: 
At the ſides there was ſpinnage and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the paſty—was not. 

Now, my lord, as for tripe, it's my utter averſion ; 
And your bacon J hate like a Turk or a Perſian; 
So there I ſat ſtuck, like a horſe in a pound, 

While the bacon and liver went merrily round: 


But what vex'd me moſt, was that d——'d Scottiſh 
rogue, 
With his long-winded ſpeeches, his ſmiles and his 
| brogue, | 
And, Madam,“ quoth he, “ may this bit be my 
poiſon, | 


« A prettier dinner I never ſet eyes on : | 

« Pray a lice of your liver; though, mayl be curſt, 

« But I've eat of your tripe till I'm ready to burſt.” 
The tripe !”* quoth the Jew, with his chocolate check, 
« T could dine on this tripe ſeven days in the week! 
I like theſe here dinners fo pretty and ſmall : 

« But your friend there, the Doctor, eats nothing at all.“ 
«© Ooh!“ quoth my friend, “ he'll come on ina trice; 


«© He's keeping a corner for ſomething that's nice: 


© There's a paſty.” —* A paſty !”” repeated the Jew ; 


« don't care if I keep a corner for't too,” 
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ce What the de'il, mon, a paſty !** re- echo'd the Scot; 
4 Though ſplitting, I'll ſtill keep a corner for that. 
4e We'll all keep a corner, the lady cried out 
6 We'll all keep a corner, was echo'd about. 

While thus we reſolv'd, and the paſty delay'd, 

With looks that quite petrifi'd, enter'd the maid ; 

A viſage fo ſad, and ſo pale with affright, 

Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out (for who could miſtake her ? 
That ſhe came with ſome terrible news from the baker : 
And ſo it fell out, for that negligent ſloven, 

Had ſhut out the paſty on ſhutting his oven, 

Sad Philomel thus—but let ſimilies drop 

And now, that I think on't, the ſtory may ſtop. 

To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour miſplac'd, 
To ſend ſuch good verſes to one of your taſte ; 
You've got an odd ſomething—a kind of diſcerning— 
A reliſh—a taſte—ſicken'd over by learning; 

At leaſt z it's your temper, as very well known, 

That you think very ſlightly of all that's your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amils, 

You may make a miſtake, and think {lightly of this. 


THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 
„ Y -1 . 
'ECLUDED from domeſtic ſtrife, 


Jack Book-worm led a college life ; 
A tellowſhip at twenty-five 
Made him the happieſt man alive 
He drank his glaſs, and crack's his joke: 
And treſhmen wonder'd as he ſpoke. _ 
Such pleaſures, unallay'd with care, 
Could any accident impair ? 
Could Cnpid's ſhaft at length transfix 
_ Our ſwain, arriv'd at thirty-ſix ? 
O had the archer ne'er come down, 
To ravage in a country town! . 
Or Flavia been content to ſtop ; 
At triumphs in a Flcet-ſtreet ſhop ; 
„ | 
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O had her eyes forgot to blaze 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze; 
O hut let exclamation ceaſe, 
Her preſence baniſh'd all his peace. 
So with decorum all things carry'd ; 
Mits frown'd, and bluſh'd, and then was married. 

Need we expoſe to vulgar ſight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 


Need we intrude on hallow'd ground, 


Or draw the curtains, clos'd around ? 
Let it ſuffictꝭ, that each had charms : 
He claſp'd a goddeſs in his arms; 
And though ſhe felt his uſage rough, 
Yet in a man, 'twas well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightning flew ; 
The ſecond brought its tranſports too. 
A third, a fourth, were not amiſs; 

The fifth was friendſhip mix'd with bliſs ; 
But, when a twelvemonth paſs'd away, 
Jack found his goddeſs made of clay : 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 


| Aroſe from powder, ſhreds, or lace ; 


But ſtill the worſt remair'd behind; 

That very face had robb'd her mind. 
Skilled in no other arts was ſhe, 

But dreſſing, patching, repartee; 

And, juſt as humour roſe or fell, 

By turns a flattern or a belle. 

*Tis true ſhe dreſs'd with modern grace, 

Half-naked at a ball or race; | 

But when at home, at board or bed, 

Five greaſy night-caps wrap'd her head. 

Could fo much beauty condeſcend 

To be a dull domeſtic friend? 

Could any curtain lectures bring 

To decency ſo fine a thing? 


In ſhort, by night, *twas fits or fretting ; 


By day, twas gadding or coquetting. 
Fend to be ſeen, ſhe kept a bevy 


Of powder'd coxcombs at her levee ; 
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The *ſquire and captain took their ſtations, 
And twenty other near relations. 
Jack ſuck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A ſigh in ſuffocating ſinoke z | 
While all their hours were paſs'd between 
Inſulting repartee or ſpleen. 

Thus as her faults each day were known, 
He thinks her features coarſer grown 
He fancies every vice ſhe ſhews, 
Or thins her lip, or points her noſe : 
Whenever rage or envy riſe, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes! 
He knows not how, but ſo it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phyz; 
And, though her fops are wond'rous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd nooze, 
As each a different way purſues, 
While ſullen or loquacious ſtrife 
Promis'd to held them on tor life, 
That dire dilcaſe, whoſe ruthleſs power 
Withers the beauty's tranſient flower: 
Lo! the ſmall-pox, whole horrid glare 
Levell'd its terrors at the fair; 
And, rifling every youthful grace, 
Left but the remnant ot a face. 

The glaſs, grown hateful to her ſight, 

Reflected now a perfect fright; 

Each former art ſhe vainly tries 

To bring back luſtre to her eyes. 

In vain ſhe tries her paſte and creams, 
To ſmooth her ſkin, or hide its ſeams; 
Her country beaux and city coulins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens : 
The 'ſquire himſelt was ſeen to yield, 
And een the captain quit the field. 

Poor madam now, condemn'd to hack 
The reſt of lice with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted * him alone. 
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Jack ſoon was dazzled to behold 
Her preſent face ſurpaſs the old; 
With modeſty her cheeks are dy d, 
Humility diſplaces pride; 
For taudry finery is ſeen 
A. perſon ever neatly clean : 
No more preſuming on her ſway, 
She learns good-nature every day : 
Serenely gay, and ſtrict in duty, 
Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 


A NEW SIMILE, 
IN THE MANNER OF SWIFT. 


j,oNG had I ſought in vain to find 
A likeneſs for the ſcribbling kind; 

The modern ſcribbling kind, who write 

In wit, and ſenſe, and nature's ſpite; 

*Till reading, I forget what day on, 

A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheon, 

I think I met with ſomething there, 

To ſuit my purpoſe to a hair; 

But let us not proceed too furious; 

Firſt pleaſe to turn to God Mercurius; 

You'll find him pictur'd at full length 

In book the ſecond, page the tenth : 

The ſtreſs of all my proofs on him J lay, 

And now proceed we to our ſimile. | 

Imprimis, pray obſerve his hat; 

Wings upon either ſide mark that. 

Well! what is it from thence we gather? 

Why theſe denote a brain of feather. 

A brain of teather! very right, 

With wit that's flighty, learning light 

Such as to modern bard's decreed; 

A. juſt compariſon. Proceed. 

In the next place, his feet peruſe, 
Wings grow again from both his ſhoes; 
Deſign” d, no doubt; their part to bear, 
And welt his godſhip through the air.; 
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And here my ſimile unites; 
For, in a modern poet's flights, 
I'm fure it may be juſtly ſaid, 
His feet are uſeful as his head. 

Laſtly, vouchſafe t* obſerve his hand, 
Fill'd with a ſnake-incircled wand 
By claſſic authors, term'd caduceus, 
And highly fam'd for ſeveral uſes. 

To wit—mott wond'rouſly endu'd ; 
No poppy- water half fo good; 

For let tolks only get a touch, 

Its loporific virtue's ſuch, 

Though ne'er ſo much awake before, 
That quickly they begin to ſnore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives mens? ſoul to hell. 

Now to apply, begin we then; 

His wand's a modern author's pen; 
The ſerpents round about it twin'd, 
Denote him of the reptile kind; 
Denote the rage with which he ties, 
His frothy flaver, venom'd bites 
An equal ſemblance ſtill to keep, 
Alike too both conduce to ſleep. 
This difference only, as the God 
Drove louls to Tartrus with his rod, 
With his goolequill the ſcribbling «af, 
Inſtead of others, damns himſelf. 

And here my ſimile almoſt tript 
Yet grant a word by way of poltſ{cript. 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing : 
Well! what of that? out with 1 it—ſtcaling 
In winch all modern bards agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he: 

But een this deity's exiſtence, 

Shall lend my ſimile aſſiſtance 

Our modern bards! why what a pox 

Are they but ſenſeleſs ſtones and blocks? 
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THE | 
LOGICIANS REFUTED. 


IN IMITATION OF DEAN SWIFT.“ 
| ], 2GICIANS have but ill defin'd 


As rational the human mind : 
Reaſon, they ſay, belongs to man, 
But let them prove it if they can. 
Wiſe Ariſtotle and Smigleſius, 
By Ratiocinations ſpecious 
Have ſtrove to prove with great preciſion, 
With definition and diviſion, 
Homo eft ratione preditum ; 
But for my ſoul I cannot credit em; 
And muſt in ipite of them maintain, 
That man and all his ways are vain; 
And that this boaſted lord of nature; 
Is both a weak and erring creature, 
That inſtinct is a ſurer guide, 
Than reaſon- boaſting mortals? pride; 
And that brute beaſts are far before em, 
Deus eſt anima brutorum. | | 
Whoever knew an honeſt brute, 
At law his neighbour proſecute, 
Bring action for aſſault and battery, 
Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 
O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 
No politics diſturb their mind; 
They eat their meals, and take their ſport, 
Nor know who's in or out at court: 
They never to the levee go 
Jo treat as deareſt friend, a foe : 
They never importune his grace, 
Nor ever cringe to men in place; 
Nor undertake a dirty job, | 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob.” 


+ This Imitation having originally been adopted by Mr. Faulkner as a fe- 


nuine Poem by Swift, it has been reprinted in every ſubſequent edition of the 


preſent edition, 


Dean's Poems; and was not diſcoyered till it was tco late to take it out of the 
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Fraught with invective, they ne'er go 
To folks at Pater - noſter- Row: 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing maſters, 
No pick-pockets, or poctaſters, 

Are known to honeſt quadrupedes; 

No ſingle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each others throat for pay. 

Of beaſts, it is contels'd, the ape 
Comes neareſt us in human ſhape; 
Like man he imitates each faſhion, 
And malice 1s his ruling paſſion: 

But both 1n malige and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furp: aſſes, 

Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the miniſter of ſtate : 

View him ſoon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduct of ſuperiors : 

He promiſes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators 

At court, the porters, lacquics, waiters, 
Their maſter's manners ſtil] contract, 
And footmen lords and dukes can act, 
Thus at the court, both great and imall, 
Behave alike, for all ape All. 


A DESCRIPTION 


OF. AN AUTHOR'S BED-CHAMBER, 


BERE the Red Lion itaring 0'er the way, 


Invites each paſſing ſtranger that can pay: 


Where Calvert's butt, and Partons' black champaigny 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury. Lane : 

There, in a lonely. room, from bailiifs ſnug, 

The Muſe found Scroggen ſtretch'd beneath à rug: 

A window, patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 

That dimly ſhew*d the date in which he lay; 

The ſanded floor, that grits beneath the tread ; 


The humid wall, with paltr y pictures {| pres ad; 
CG 


3 3 


—— — K — ———— —— . — 


74 MIScELLANIEs. 
The royal game of gooſe was there in view, 

And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew; 

The Seaſons, fram'd with lifting, found a place, 

And brave Prince William ſhew'd his lamp black face. 
The morn was cold; he views with keen deſire 

The ruſty grate unconſcious of a fire: | 

With beer and milk arrears the freize was ſcor'd, 
And five crack'd tea-cups dreſs'd the chimney board ; 
A night cap deck'd his brows inſtead of bay ; 

A cap by night a ſtocking all the day! 


THE CLOWN's REPLY. 


[ OHN Trott was defir'd by two witty peers, 
To tell them the reaſon why aſſes had ears ? 
„ An't pleaſe you, quoth John, “ I'm not given to 
c letters, | 
« Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters ; 
% Howeer, from this time, I ſhall ne'er ſee your graces, 
«© As I hope to be ſaved! without thinking on aſſes.“ 
Edinburgh, 1753. | 


THE GIFT: TO IRIS, 


In Bow Street, Covent Garden. 
SAN, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, 
What annual off "ring ſhall I make 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 
Say, would the angry fair- one prize 
The gift, who flights the giver ? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give—and let *em, 
If gems, or gold, import a joy, 
II give them—when I get 'em. 
I'll give—but not the full-blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud, more in faſhion ; 
Such ſhort liv'd off rings but diſcloſe 
A tranſitory paſſion, 
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I'll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
No leſs ſincere than civil: 
I'II give thee—ah! too charming maid, 
Fl] give thee—to the devil. 


ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 
BV LIGHTNING. 
IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH, 
GURE 'twas by Providence deſign'd, 
Rather in pity, than in hate, 


That he ſhould be, like Cupid, blind, 
To ſave him from Narciſſus' fate. 


.STANZAS 


) | ON THE 


TAKING OF QUEBEC. 


b A MIDST the clamour of exulting joys, 
| Which triumph forces from the patriot heart; 
Griet dares to mingle her foul piercing voice, 
And quells the raptures which from pleaſures ſtart. 


O, Wolfe, to thee a ſtreaming flocd of woe, 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conqueſt dear: 

nebec in vain ſhall teach our brealt to glow, 
Whilſt thy fad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 


Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 
And faw thee fall with joy pronouncing eyes: 
Yet they ſhall know thou conquereſt, though dead ! 
Since from thy tomb a thoutand heroes riſe, 


STANZAS ON WOMAN. 


W HEN lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 
What charm can ſoothe her melancholy, _ 
What art can waſh her guilt away ? 


The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ſhame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his boſom—is, to die, 


PROLOGUES. 


PROLOGUE, TO ZOBEIDE: 
4 TRAGEDY. 


Vritten by 
JOSEPH CRADOCE, ESQ. 
Adled at the Theatre- Royal, Covent-Garden, 1772. 
SPOKEN BY MR. QUICK. 


1 N theſe bold times, when Learning's ſons explore 
The diſtant climates, and the ſavage ſhore z ; 

When wile alronomers to India ſteer, 

And quit for Venus many a brighter here; 

While botaniſts, all cold to {miles and dimpling, 

Forſake the fair, and patiently—go ſimpling; 

Our bard into the general ſpirit enters, 

And fits his little frigate for adventures. 

With Scythian ſtores, and trinkets deeply laden, 

He this way ſteers his courſe, in hopes of trading 

Yet ere he lands, he's order'd me before, 

To make an oblervation on the ſhore, 

Where are we driven? our reck'ning ſure is loſt ! 

This ſeems a rocky and a dangerous coaſt, | 

Lord, what a fultry climate am I under ! 

Yon ill-toreboding cloud ſeems big with thunder! 


( Upper Gallery. ) 


There mangroves ſpread, and larger than I've ſeen em 


(Pit.) 

Here trees of ſtately fize—and billing turtles in em 
(Balconies.) 
Here ill-condition'd oranges abound (Stage.) 


And apples, bitter apples ſtrew the N 

| (Taſting them, 
The inhabitants are canibals I fear. | 

J heard a hiſiing—there are ſerpents here! 


O, there the people are—beſt keep my 13 ; 


Our Captain (gentle natives) craves aſſiſtance. 
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Our ſhip's well ſtor'd —in yonder creek we've laid her; 
His Honour is no mercenary trader. 

This is his firſt adventure; lend him aid, 

And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 

His goods, he Ropes, are prime, and brought from far, 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What, no reply to promiſes fo ample ? 

—I d belt Rep back—and order up a ſample. 


A PROLOGUE, 
\ WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY THE POET 


LABERIUS, 
A Roman Knight, whom Ceſar forced upon the Stage. 
PRESERVED BY MACROBIUS.* 


W HAT! no way left to ſhun th' inglorious ſtage, 
And fave from infamy my ſinking age! 

| Scarce half-alive, oppreſs'd with many a year, 
What in the name of dotage drives me here? 

A time there was, when glory was my guide, 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my ſteps aſide; 
Unaw'd by power, and ynappal'd by fear, 
With honeſt thrift I held my honour dear: 

But this vile hour diſperſes all my ſtore, 

And all my hoard of honour is no more; 

For ah! too partial to my life's decline, 

Cæſar perſuades, ſubmiſſion muſt be mine; 

Him I obey, whom Heaven itſelf obeys; 
Hopeleſs of pleaſing, yet inclin'd to pleaſe, 
Here then at once I welcome every ſhame, 

And cancel at threeſcore a life of fame : 

No more my titles ſhall my children tell, 

The old buffoon will fit my name as well : 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 

For life is ended when our honour ends. 


+ This tranſlation was firſt printed in one of our Author's earlieſt works, 
©« The Preſent State of Learniug in Europe.“ 12 mo. 1759. 


EPILO GU Es. 


- 


EPILOGUE, 
SPOKEN. BY MR. LEE LEWIS. 
In the Character of Harlequin, 
| AT HIS BENEFIT. | 
H OLD! Prompter, hold! a word before your non- 


ſenſe; 

I'd ſpeak a word or two, to eaſe my conſcience. 

My pride forbids it ever ſhould be ſaid, 

My heels eclips'd the honours of my head ; 
That I found humour in a pyeball veſt, 
Or ever thought that pumping was a jet. 

Tales off his maſi. 

Whence, and what art thou, viſionary birth? 
Nature diſowns, and reaſon ſcorns thy mirth ; 
In thy black aſpect every paſſion ſleeps, 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haſt thou fill'd the ſcene with all thy brood, 
Of fools purſuing, and of fools purſu'd ! 
Whoſe ins and outs no ray of ſenſe diſcloſes, 

Whole only plot it is to break our noles ; 
Whilit from below the trap door Demons rile, 
And from above the dangling deities ; 
And ſhall T mix in this unkallow'd crew ? 
May roſin'd lightning blaſt me, if I do! 
No- I will act, I'll vindicate the ſtage; 
Shakeſpeare himſelf ſhall feel my tragic rage. 
Olf! off! vile trappings ? a new paſſion reigns! | 
The mad*ning monarch revels in my veins. _ 
Oh! for a Richard's voice to catch the theme: 

Give me another horſe! bind up my wounds !- ſoft 
| *twas but a dream. 

Aye, twas but a dream; for now there's no retreating : 
If I ceaſe Harlequin, I 9 from eating. 

Twas thus that Eſop's ſtag, a creature blameleſs, 
Yet ſomething vain, ike one that ſhall be nameleſs, 


* 
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Once on the margin of a fountain ſtood, | 
And cavill'd at his image in the flood. 
« The deuce confound,” he cries, „ theſe drum-ſtick 
ſhanks, 


6 They never have my gratitude nor thanks 


% They're perfectly diſgraceful! ſtrike me dead! 


“ But for a head; yes, yes, I have a head. 

& How piercing is that eye! how ſleek that brow! 

&« My horns! I'm told horns are the faſhion now.“ 
Whilſt thus he ſpoke, aſtoniſh'd! to his view, 
Near, and more near, the hounds and huntſmen drew. 
Hoicks ? hark forward came thunderin g from behind; 
He bounds aloft, outſtrips the fleeting wind: 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways; 

He ſtarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length his filly head, fo priz'd before, 

Is taught his former folly to deplore; 

Whilſt his ſtrong limbs conſpire to ſet him free, 

And at one bound be faves himſelf, like me. 


[Taking a jump through the ſiage door. 


EPILOGUE 
To the Comedy of the Siſters. 
W IHTAT ? five long acts—and all to make us wiſer! 


Our authorels ſure has wanted an adviſer, 
Had ſhe conſulted me, ſhe ſhould have made 
Her moral play a ſpeaking maſqueravez _ 
Warm'd up each buftling ſcene, and, in her rage, 
Have emptied all the green-room on the ſtage. _ 
My life on't, this had kept her play from finking ; 
Have pleas'd our eyes, and ſav'd the pain of thinking. 
Well, fince ſhe thus has ſhewn her want of ſkill, 
What if I give a maſquerade ?—I will. 
But how? ay, there's the rub! [ pauſingI— I've got 
my cue: | | 
The world's a maſquerade! the maſquers, you, you, 
you, Ie Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. 


Lud! what a group the motley ſcene diſcloſes?” ? 


Falſe wits, falſe wives, falſe virgins, and falſe ſpouſes? 
Stateſmen with bridles on; and, cloſe beſide em, * 
Patriots in party-colour'd ſuits. that ride em. 
There Hebes, turn'd of fifty, try once more 
To raiſe a flame in Cupids of threeſcore. re 
Theſe, in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deſerting fifty, faſten, op fifteen. ſs! 
Miſs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down her fampler, and takes up the woman: 
The little urchin ſmiles, and ſpreads her lure, 

nd tries to kill, erg ſhe's got power to cure. 

bus tis, with all—their chief and conſtant care 
Is to ſeem.every.thing—but what they are. 
Yon broad, ld, angry_ſpark, I fix my eye on, 
Who ſrem t) have bd his vizor from the lion; 
Who frowns, and talks, and ſwears, with round parade, 
Looking, as who ſhould ſay, dam*me ! who's afraid? 
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Strip but this vizor off, and ſure I am 
You'll find his lionſhip-a. very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate, ” 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beſtrides the ſtate; 
Yet, when he deigus his real ſhape t' aſſume, 
He turns old woman, and beſtrides a broom. 
Von patriot,” too, who preſſes on your fight, 
And ſeems to every gazer, all in white, 

If with a bribe. his candour you attack, 


* 


He hows, turns round, and whip—the man is black! 
Von cxitic, too- but whither do J run? 7 2 BE” 
If I proceed, our-bayd. will be undone! _ 
Well then a truce, ſinee ſhe requeſts it too: 
Da. vou ipare her, and I'II for once ſpare you. 
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